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LAMENTABLE and TRVE 


FEVERSHAM, in KENT. 
| WHO WAS 


Moſt wickedlye murdered, by the Means of his diſloyall 
and wanton Wyfe, who for the Loue the bate to one 
Moſbie, hyred two deſperat Ruffins, Blackwill and 
Ken ao to kill him, 


WHERIN IS SHEWBD, 


The great Malice and Diſcimulation of a wicked Woman, the 
vnſatiable deſire of filthie luſt, and the ſhamefull End of al! 
+ e / 5 - ; 3 5 


* 

With a Prefact ; in which ſome Reaſons are offered, in favour 13 
of its being the earlieft dramatic Work of Shakeſpear now |" 4 
remaining; and a genuine Account given of the . from 8 
authentic Papers of the Time. | 5 | 
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And Re- printed verbatim by J. & J. MARCH, - 
For STEPHEN DOORNE, Bookſeller at Fever sHaAm: 
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TO THE RIGHT HONORABLE 


LADY SONDES 


HE revival of the Works of our early 
Dramatic Writers, having been lately well 
received, the Editor- was induced to add this 
MiTz to the Collection: His Deſign meeting 
with Your LADYSHIP's Approbation, he begs 
Leave to return his moſt grateful Acknowlege- 
ments for the ſame, thus publickly, as it proves 
from Your Laydysn1y's judicious Taſte, that it 
cannot be unworthy of the Preſervation intended, 


By Your LapysHlP's, 


moſt obliged, and 


Ps 
_ obedient humble Servant, 


Ne EDWARD JACOB. 


1770. 
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R. Rowe, in the Preface; to his Edition of Shakeſpear's 
M Plays, ſays it would be without Doubt a Pleaſure to 
« any Man curious in. Things: of this Kind, to ſee and know - 
« what. was the firſt Eſſay of a Fancy like his,” It is therefore 
ſubmitted to the diſcerning Critics to determine, whether this 
anonymous Tragedy of . is not the Thing ſo long wiſhed 
for. The Reaſons of this ſeeming extraordinary Propoſition ariſe ; 
from the Similarity, of this, with. the, later, and known Compo- 
ſitions of Shakeſpear, and the Time when it was printed, viz. in 
Quarto A. D. 1592. Why it never was printed with his other 
Plays, may be preſumed to have happened, from ite not havin 
deen acted in that Houſe, from whence his Plays were collected 
and publiſhed by his Brother-performers, ſo many Years after- 
wards, © The oldeſt Date to any of his Plays being 1597, five 
Years after this Play was printed, and the Author then thirty-. , 
three Years old: Conſequently this bids fair (if the Propoſition, 
be admitted) for being his earlieſt theatrical Production now re- 
maining. — Indeed the very Name of Arden, from which Fa- 
mily he deſcended by the Female Line, might probably ſtimulate 
him to try his early Powers, on the Subject of this ſhocking 
Murder, ſo largely deſcribed by a 8 
It is 8 of Obſervation, that Ben. Zobnſon's Play, The 
Caſe Altered, though printed ſo late as. 1609, (and a Collection 
of whoſe Plays was printed in his Life-time, which was. not 
the Caſe with thoſe of Shakeſpear) was not known to be in 
Print, 'till it was diſcovered to Mr. Jhalley, the Editor of a 
late Edition of Johnſon's Works, by our moſt excellent Roſcius ., 
Mr. Garrick, who ſupplied him with the ſame from his 
own moſt curious Collection of old Plays: The fame Fate 
may poſſibly have attended this Tragedy of Arden, the Ori- 
ginal from which this is printed, verbatim, perhaps may be 
only in the Hands of the Editor; fo far is certain, no notice 
is taken of this Edition by Ames in his Hiſtory of Printing; or 
by any Perſon that has publiſhed Accounts of our old dramatic 
Authors, neither is it to be found in the abovementioned curi- 
ous Collection. — No Wonder is it then, that it ſhould ſo; 
long eſcape the critical Obſervations of the profeſſed Admirers 
of the unparallelled Shateſpear, towhoſe Judgment, it is now moſt 
willingly ſubmitted either to be approved as his, or to be reject- 
ed, — It may not be im 7 to obſerve farther, that there is 
another, but very incorrect Edition of this Play, in the Roman 
Letter, and that, even this, is ſo ſcarce as not to be met with, 
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where it was moſt likely it ſhould be, that is at * Faverſum; 
ſome of whoſe Inhabitants have till of late, at a few Years in- 
terval, doubly murdered it, by the exceſſive bad Manuſcript 
Copies they uſed, and their more injudicious acting; to the no 
ſmall Diſcredit of this valuable Tragedy, whoever was the Au- 


thor of it: Doubly valuable indeed, on account of its intrinſie 


Worth, and its Rarity. The Editor, therefore, whoſe ſole View 
is to ſecure it from total Oblivion, and to oblige the Curious, 
makes no doubt of their favouring this Republication. 

It may not be amiſs to inform them, that a Play lately written 
by Mr. Lill, with the Title of Arden of Feverſham, contains 
many Sentiments, Expreſſions, and even whole Speeches taken 
from this very Performance, OD | 

As an Account of Mr. Ardern (for that was his true Name) 
and of his Murder, taken from anthentic Papers of the Time, 
may not prove wholly unacceptable, the Editor adds the follow- 
i mort Wlempenns +: _c Tenet 20 OT oi gc 

Mr. Thomas Ardern was chief Comptroller of his Majeſty's Cuſ- 
_ toms at Faverſham, and was once elected Mayor of it; he ſeems 
to have been à Gentleman of Conſequenee, by being employed to 
procure a new Charter for the ſaid Towns the Aiffohurion of 
the Abby thete. By his Marriage with the Daughter-in-law 
of Sir Eqtward North, and his Connections with Sir Thomas Cheney, 
Lord Warden of the Cinque Ports, he procured Grants from the 
Crown of a conſiderable Part of the Eſtate of the late diſſolved 
Abby.---He appears to be well diſpoſed, by his charitable Dona- 
tion of ſome Houſes and Land, to the value of about forty Shil- 
lings a Year, to the Corporation, for the Benefit of the Poor, and 
for an annual Sermon, to be preached in Commemoration of the 
BenefaCtors to the Town, in which his Charity was to be re- 
cited, and as his Words were, In order to provoke other good 
« Men to de the like.” 1349 | 
This Legacy, however, was conteſted many Years after, by the 

ſecond Hulpand of Mr. Ardern's only Daughter and Heir; what 
the Iſſue was may be conjectured from the Town's not poſſeſſin 

any of the Eſtate ſo bequeathed; notwithſtanding which, Reh 
is till had to his Memory by continuing annually his comme- 
moration Sermon on Midlent Sunday, and by a Diſtribution of 
Bread to the Poor out of the Revenue of the Town, on that 


Day, agreeable to his Will. 1 
This Yere the 15. Day of February, being Sonday, one The- 
mas Ardern, Gent. was heinouſly murdered in his own Parlour 


The proper Name of the P though eothmonly written & in the. Title 
Pate SRD conraced, in content ts the old Edition, 


about. 
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about ſeven o' Clock in the Night, by one Thomas Mor/by, a 
Taylor of London, late Servant to Sir Edward North, Knight, 
Chancellor of the Augmentations, Father-in-law unto” Alice 
Ardern, Wife of the ſaid Thomas Ardern, and by one Black Will 
of Cahce, a Murderer, who was previouſly ſent for from thence, _ 
by the appoyntment of the ſaid Alice Ardern, and Thomas 
y, one John Greene, and George Bradſhaw, Inhabitants of 
the faid Town, to the intent to murder her faid Huſband. 
Which Alite- the ſaid *Morſby did not only keep in her own 
Houſe, but alſo fed him with delicate meats and ſumptuous 
apparel: All which Things the ſaid Thomas Ardern did well 
know, and willfully permit, by reaſon whereof ſhe procured her 
ſaid Huſband's death, in order to have marryed the ſaid Maorſby, 
and ſo ſne made of her Councel, the ſaid: Morſby and one Cite 
Pounders his Siſter, her two Servants Michael Saunderſon and 
Elizabeth Strafford, and the Abettors to the ſaid Murder were 
the aforeſaid Greene and. Bradfhaw, and one I/illiam Blackborne a 
Painter, — Which Bradfhats fetcht the faid Black Nil and a 
Coadjutor named Looſebagg, ſo that he was moſt ſhamefully 
murdered as he was playing at Tables, friendly with the ſaid 
Morfdy ; being at his Death the ſaid Alice, Morſby, Michael, and 
Elizabeth, and the ſaid Black Will, having helped. to carry his 
Body into a dark Houſe 'adjoining, he went to Cicely Pounders's. 
Houſe, and received eight Pounds for his Reward, and depart- 
ed, and then the ſaid Cicely Pounders went to affiſt in carrying , | 
out the dead Corpſe, into a Meadow on the Backſide Fs! 
ſaid Ardern's Garden, and about eleven o'Clock he was found 
where they laid Him, whereupon his Houſe was ſearched and 
his Blood found, fo that it was manifeſt that he was lain in 
his own Houſe, Whereupon the ſaid Alice, Michael, Suſan, 
Morſby, Pounders, and Bradſbaw were attached of Felony, and 
ſhortly after tried by a ſpecial Commiſſion under the Great Seal 
of England, within the Liberties of the ſaid Town, in the Abby- 
Hall, which the ſaid Thomas Ardern had. purchaſed, and there 
convicted and condemned to die; but the aforeſaid Greene, - 
Blackborne, and Looſebagg eſcaped at that Time. | Shortly after 
by commandment of the King's moſt Honorable Council, the 
laid Alice Ardern was burnt at Canterbury,” and Bradfaw hung 
in Chains there, Thomas Mrſiy and his Silter Citely Paunders,. 
were hanged in Smithfeld, in „Michael Saunderſon was 
drawn and hanged in Chains, and EIaberh Strafford burnt, 
within the liberties of this Town. And about the end of 
next following, the ſaid" Greene was taken and brought bicher, 
where ſhortly after he was judged to be hanged in ins 
within the ſaid Liberties, gw of 88 
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- Alt the Chattels of the ſaid Murderers forfeited to the Town, 
clear of all Expences of the Proſecution, &c. amounted to one 
hundred and twenty Pounds, after the old Rate, whereof was 
loſt, by the abaſing or fall of the ſaid Money ſixty Pounds. 


Com. of Errors, A. IV. S. 1. But, Sirrab, you ſhall buy this port 


Page 
. . A, IV. S. 2. A horned man's a monſter and a beaſt. 
© Mer.of Ven. A. V. S. 1. Peace, how the moon ſleeps with Endimion. 


It is to be hoped: th 
and Shakeſpear's known Productions, to which, many more might 
be added, will ſerve to juſtify the Editor's Opinion, that it was 
written by that Author, he by no means thinks himſelf quali- 
fied to determine magiſterially, and only feems confident, So it 
will be found ſuperior to any of an earlier Date in our Lan- 
guage; and wiſhes, if his Propoſition be not admitted, that its 
real Author could be pointed out by more convincing Argu- 
ments. | m1 21923955 1 _—_ 1 
ARDEN, Page 6. Ile ſend from London fuch a taunting letter. 

As you like it, Act III. Sc. 11. IT will write to him ſuch a taunt- 


: ing letter. Un: w 2 5 CET WE. | 
Page 6. With a verſe or two flolen from a painted cloth. 


u like it, A, III. S. 2. But I anſwer you right in the file of 


As yo 
Nox ainted ciotbßz. TER 
Page 8. Se lifts the ſailar to the Mermard's fong. 


Com. of Errors, A. III. S. 4. III flop my ears againſi the Mer- 


mard's ſong. WY "eh er 
Page 8. So looks the traveilour to the Baſiliste. 1. 
Winter's Tale. Make me not ſigbted lite the Baſilishe. 
Page 25. A lean faced writhin knave, Cc. | 
Com. of Errors. A. V. S. 5. A hungry, lean faced villain, &c. 
Page 40. The white livered peaſant. | | | 
Mer, of Ven. A. III. S. 2. Liver as white as Mill. 
Page 40. And he ſhall buy his merriment as dear, 


Page 40. How now, Will, become a Precifian ? | 


Mer. Wiv. of Windſor. A. II. S. 1. Uſe Reaſon for his Preciſian. 
Page 47. That ſhews my heart a Raven or a Dove. 
Midſ. N. Dr. A. II. S. 7. II bo will not change a Raven for a Dove, 
Page 55. Home is a wild cat to a wandering. Wit. 
Othel, S. 5. Wild cals in your kitchens. 
Page 50. Tou were be/t wear me on the in'errogatories. | 
Mer. of Ver. laſt. Sc. And charge us there on interrogatories. 
66. And yet no horned beaſt, the horns are thine. 


Fling down Endimion, and ſnatch him up. 


Page 87. Let my death make amends for all my in. 
Much ado, A. IV. S. 2. Death is the faireſt cover for her ſhame. 
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(Enter ARDEN and FRANCELIN.) 
FRANCKLIN. 
RDEN cheere up thy ſpirits and droup no more 
My gratious Lord the Duke of Sommerſet: 


— 
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By letters patents from his Majeſty : 
All the lands of the Abbey of Feverſham. (King's, 
Heer are the Deedes ſealed and ſubſcribed with his Name and the 


Hath frely given to thee and to thy heyres, 


Read them, and leave this melancholy moode. 


—— — — Rem ot ern OED ¶ — ts ge / — — öÄ— — — 
— — —— = 
* "4 , = A A 
2 _ — ow 


— 
— — — — 
8 


ARDEN. Francklin thy loue prolongs my weary lyfe 


— — 


And but for thee, how odious were this lyfe: 

That ſhowes me nothing but torments my ſoule, 

And thoſe foule objects that offend myne eies, 

Which makes me with that for this vale of Heaven, 
B 
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2 The TRaczpy of M. Ax Du, 
The earth hung ouer my heede and couerd mee. 
Loue letters — twixt Mosbie and my wyfe, 
And they haue previe meetings in the towne: 
Nay on his finger did I ſpy the Ring, 
Which at our Marriage day the Preeft put on, 
Can any greefe be half ſo great as this? 
FRAN. Comfort thyſelfe ſweete freend, it is not ſtrange, 
That women will be falſe and wauering. 
ARD. I, but to doat on ſuch a one as hee 
Is monſtrous Francklin, and intollerable. 
FRAN. Why, what is he? 
ARD. A Botcher and no better at the firſt, 
Who by baſe brocage, getting ſome ſmall ſtock : 
Crept into ſeruice of a noble man : 
And by his ſeruile flattery and fawning, 
Is now become the ſteward of his houſe, 
And bravely iets it in his ſilken gowne. 
FRAN. No nobleman will countnaunce ſuch a peſant, 
ARD. Yes, the Lord Clifford, he that loues not mee, 
But through his fauour let him not grow proude, 
For were he by the Lord Protector backt, 
He ſhould not make me to be pointed at, 
I am by birth a gentleman of bloode, 
And that injurious riball that attempts, 
To vyolate my deare wyves chaſtitie, 
(For deare T holde hir loue, as deare as heaven) 
Shall on the bed which he thinks to defile, 
See his diſſeuered joints and ſinews torne, 
Whylſt on the planchers, pants his weary body, 
Smeard in the channels of his luſtſull bloode. 
| | FRAN 
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of FevERSHAM. 
FRAN. Be patient gentle freend, and learne of me, 

To eaſe thy griefe, and ſaue her chaſtitye : 

Intreat her faire, ſweet words are fitteſt engines 

| To race the flint walls of a womans breaſt : 

In any caſe be not too jelyouſe, 

Nor make a queſtion of her loue to thee, 

But as ſecurely, preſently take Horſe, 

And ly with me at London all this tearme, 

For women when they may, will not, 

But beeing kept back, ſtraight grows outragious. 
ARD. Though this abhorres from reaſon, yet ile try it, 

And call her foorth, and preſently take leaue : How Ales, 


Here enters ALES. | 
ALES. Huſband what meane you to get up ſo earely. 
Sommer nights are ſhort, and yet you ryſe ere day, 
Had I beene wake you had not riſe ſo ſoone. 
ARD. Sweet loue thou knoweſt that we two Quid like, 
Haue often chid the morn, when't gan to peepe, 
And often wiſht that darke nights purblind ſteedes, 
Would pull her by the purple mantle back : 
And caſt her in the Ocean to her loue. 
But this night ſweete Ales thou haſt kild my hart, 
| heard thee call on Mosbie in thy ſleepe. 
ALES, Tis lyke I was a fleepe when I nam'd him, 
For beeing awake he comes not in my thoughts : 
ARD. I but you ſtarted vp, and ſuddenly, 
Inſteede of him: caught me about the necke. 


ALES. In fteede of him ! why, who was there but you, 


And where but one is, how can J miſtake. | 
FRAN, Arden forbeate to vrdge her ouer farre, 
B 2 


ARD. 


4 The TRAGEDYT of M. AR DN, 
ARD. Nay loue there is no credit in a dreame, 

Let it ſuffice I know thou loueſt me well. 

ALES. Now I remember where vpon it came, 

Had we no talke of Mosbie yeſternight. | 
FRAN. Miſtres Ales I hard you name him once or twice, 
ALES. And thereof came it, therefore blame not me, 
ARDEN. I know it did, and therefore let it paſſe, 

I muſt to London ſweete Ales preſently. 

ALES. But tell me do you meane to ſtay there long ? 

ARD. No longer there, till my affaires be done. 

FRAN. He will not ſtay aboue a month at moſt. 

ALES. A month aye me, ſweete Arden come againe 
Within a day or two, ar els I die, 

ARD. I cannot long be from thee gentle Ales, 
Whileſt, Michel fetch ovr horſes from the field, 
Francklin and I will down vnto the key : 

For J haue certaine goods there to vnload, 


Meane while prepare our breakfaſt gentle Ales, 
For yet ere noone wele take horſe and away. 


(Exeunt Arden, and Franklin. 


ALES. Ere noone he meanes to take horſe and away: 
Sweete newes is this, Oh that ſome ayrie ſpirit, 
Would, in the ſhape and liknes of a horſe, 

Gallope with Arden croſſe the Ocean, 

And throw him from his backe into the waues. 
Sweete Mosbie is the man that hath my hart : 
And he vſurpes it, hauing nought but this, 
That I am tyed to him by marriage. 

Loue is a God and marriage is but words, 


And therefore Mosbies title is the beſt, 
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Tuſhe whether it be or no, he ſhall be mine, 
In ſpight of him, of Hymen, and of rytes. 
Here enters ADAM of the Flourdeluce, 


And here comes Adam of the flourdeluce 

[ hope he brings me tydings of my loue. 

How now Adam, what is the newes with you ? 

Be not affraid my huſband is now from home. 
ADAM. He whom ye wot of Mosbie Miftres Ales, 

Is come to towne, and ſends you word by mee, 

In any caſe you may not viſit him, 
ALES. Not viſit him? 
ADAM. No, nor take knowledge of his beeing heere, 
ALES. But tell me is he angree or diſpleaſed. 
ADAM. It ſhould ſeeme ſo, for he is wondrous ſad. 
ALES. Were he as mad as rauing Hercules, 

Ile ſee him, I, and were thy houſe of Force, 

Theſe hands of mine ſhould race it to the ground : 

Unleſs that thou wouldſt bring me to my loue. 
ADAM, Nay and you be fo impatient Ile be gone 
ALES. Stay Adam, thou wert wont to be my frend, 

Aſke Mosbie how I have incurred his wrath, 

Beare him from me theſe paire of ſiluer dice: 

With which we plaid for kiſſes many a tyme, 

And when I loſt, I wan, and ſo did hee: 

Such winning, and ſuch loſing, Joue ſend me, 

And bid him if his loue doo not decline, 

To come this morning but along my dore : 

And as a ſtranger, but ſalute me there, 

This may he doo without ſuſpect or feare. 
ADAM, Ile tell him what you ſay, and fo farewell, 

Exit, ADAM. 
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And fling the dagger at the Painters head. 
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ALES Doo, and one day Ile make amends for all: 
I know he loues me well, but dares not come, 
Becauſe my huſband is ſo Jelious : 
And theſe my narrow prying neighbours blab, 
Hinders our meetings when we would conferre. 
But if I live that block ſhall be remoued, 
And Moſbie, thou that comes to me by ſtelth, 
Shall neither feare the biting ſpeach of men, 
Nor Arden's lookes, as ſurely ſhall he die, 
As I abhorre him, and loue onely thee. 
How now Michaell, whether are you going ? 
MICHAEL. To fetch my maſter's nagge, 
I hope youle thinke on mee. 
ALES, I, But Michael fee you keepe your oath, 
And be as ſecret, as you are reſolute. 
MICHAEL. Ile ſee he ſhall not liue aboue a weeke. 
ALES. On that condition Michael here is my hand, 
None ſhall haue Moſbies ſiſter but thy ſelfe. 
MICHAEL. I underſtand the Painter heere hard by, 
Hath made reporte that he and Sue is ſure, 
ALES. There's no ſuch matter Michael! beleeve it not, 
MICHAEL But he hath ſent a dagger ſticking in a hart, 


With a verſe or two ſtollen from a painted cloath : 


The which J heere the wench keepes in her cheſt, 
Well let her kepe it, I ſhall finde a fellow 

That can both write and reade, and make rime too, 
And if I doo, well, I fay no more: | 

Ile ſend from London ſuch a taunting letter, 

As ſhall eat the hart he ſent with ſalt, 
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ALES. What needes all this, I ſay that Suſan's thine. 
MICHAELL. Why then I ſay that I will kill my maſter, 
Or any thing that you will haue me doo. 
ALES. But Michaell ſee you do it cunningly. 
MICHAELL. Why fay I ſhould be tooke, ile never confeſſe, 
That you know any thing, and Sufan being a Maide, 
May begge me from the gallows of the Shriefe. 
ALES. Truſte not to that Michael]. 
MICHAELL. You cannot tell me, I haue ſeene it I, 
But miſtres tell her whether I liue or die. 
lle make her more woorth then twenty Painters can, 
For I will rid myne elder brother alway : 
And then the farme of Bocton is mine owne. 
Who would not venture vpon. houſe and land 
When he may haue it for a right downe blowe ? 
Here enters MOS BIE. 
ALES. Vonder comes Moſbie, Michaell get thee gone, 
And let not him nor any knowe thy drifts. 


(Exit Michaell. 
Moſbie my loue. 
MOSBIE. Away I ſay, and talke not to me now. 
ALES. A word er two ſweete hart, and then I will, 
Tis yet but early daies, thou needeſt not feare. 
MOSBIE. Where is your huſband ? 
ALES. Tis now high water, and he is at the key. 
MOSBIE. There let him be, hence forward know me not. 
ALES. Is this the end of all thy ſolemne oathes ? - 
ls this the frute thy reconcilement buds ? 
Haue I for this giuen thee ſo many fauors, 
Incurd my huſband's hate, and out alas, 
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Made ſhipwrack of myne honour for thy ſake, 
And doeſt thou ſay hence forward know me not? 
Remember when J lockt thee in my cloſet, 

What were thy words and mine; did we not both 
Decree, to murder Arden in the night. 

The heauens can witnes, and the world can tell, 
Before I ſaw that falſhoode looke of thine, 

Fore I was tangled with thy tyſing ſpeach, 


Arden to me was dearer then my ſoule. 


And ſhall be ſtill, baſe peſant get thee gon. 
And boaſt not of thy conqueſt ouer me. 
Gotten by witch-craft, and meere ſorcery. 
For what haſt thou to countenaunce my loue, 
Beeing diſcended of a noble houſe, 
And matcht already with a gentleman, 
Whoſe ſeruant thou maiſt be, and ſo farewell. 
MOS. Ungentle and vnkinde Ales, now I ſee 
That which I euer feard, and finde too true: 
A womans loue is as the lightning flame, 
Which euen in burſting forth conſumes it ſelfe; 
To try thy conſtancie haue I beene ftrange, 
Would I had neuer tryed, but liued in hope. 
ALES. What needs thou try me, whom thou neuer found falſe, 
MOS. Yet pardon me for love is Jelious, 
ALES. So liſts the Sailer to the Mermaids ſong, 
So lookes the trauellour to the Baſiliſke, 
I am content for to be reconcil'de, 
And that I know will be mine overthrow. 
MOS. Thine overthrow ? firſt let the world diſſolue, 
ALES, Nay Moſbie let me ſtill injoye thy loue, 
| | And 
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And happen what will, I am reſolute, 
My ſauing huſband hoordes vp bagges of gould, 
To make our children rich, and now is hee 
Gone to unload the goods that ſhall be thine, 
And he and Francklin will to London ftraight. 
MOS. To London Ales, if thoult be rulde by mee, 
Weele make him ſure enough for comming there. 
ALES. Ah, would we could. 
MOS. I happen'd on a Painter yeſternight, 
The onely cunning man of Chriſtendoome : 
For he can temper poyſon with his oyle, 
That who ſo lookes vpon the worke he drawes, 
Shall with the beames that iſſue from his ſight, 
Suck vennome to his breaſt and ſlay him ſelfe, 
Sweete Ales he ſhall draw thy counterfet, 
That Arden may by gaizing on it periſh, 
Ales, I but Moſbie that is dangerous, 
For thou or I, or any other els, | 
Comming into the Chamber where it hangs, may die. 
MOS. I but weele haue it couered with a cloath, 
And hung vp in the ſtudy for himſelfe. 
ALES, It may not be, for when the pictur's drawne, 
Arden I know will come and ſhew it me. 
MOS, Feare not we will have that ſhall ſerue the turne, 
This is the painters houſe Ile call him foorth, 
ALES. But Moſbie, Ile haue no ſuch picture I: 
MOS, I pray thee leaue it to my diſcretion. How, Clarke 
Here enters Clarke. 


O you are an honeſt Man of your word, you ſerud me wel, 
CLARK. Why fir ile do it for you at any time, 
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Prouided as you haue giuen your worde, 

I may haue Suſan Moſbie to my wife: 

For as ſharpe witted Poets, whoſe ſweete verſe 

Make heauenly Gods break off their Nector draughts, 

And lay their eares down to the lowly earth : 

Uſe humble promiſe to their ſacred Muſe, 

So we that are the Poets fauorits, 

Muſt haue a loue, I, Love is the Painters Muſe. 

That makes him frame a ſpeaking countenaunce. 

A weeping eye that witneſſes hartes grief, 

Then tell me Maſter Moſbie ſhall I haue hir? 
ALES. Tis pittie but he ſhould, heele vſe her well. 
MOS. Clarke heers my hand my ſiſter ſhall be thine, 
CLA. Then brother to requite this curteſie, | 

You ſhall command my lyfe my ſkill and all. 

ALES. Ah that thou couldſt be ſecret, 

MOS. Feare him not, leaue, I haue talkt ſufficient, 
CLA. You know not me, that aſk ſuch queſtions : 
Let it ſuffice, I know you loue him well. 

And faine would haue your huſband made away: 

Wherein truſt me you ſhew a noble minde, 

That rather then youle live with him you hate, 

Youle venture lyfe, and die with him you loue, 

The like will I do for my Suſans ſake. 

ALES. Yet nothing could inforce me to the deed, 
But Moſbies loue, might I without controll, 

Inioy thee ſtill, then Arden ſhould not die : 

But ſeeing I cannot, therefore let him die. 


MOS. Enough ſweete Ales, thy kinde words make me melt, 


Your tricke of poyſoned pictures we diſlyke, 


Some 
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Some other poyſon would do better farre. 

ALES. I ſuch as might be put into his broth, 
And yet in taſte not to be found at all, 

CLA. I know your minde, and here I haue it for you, 
Put but a dram of this into his drinke, 
Or any kinde of broth that he ſhall eat: 

And he ſhall die within an houre after, 

ALES. As I am a gentle-woman Clarke, next day 
Thou and Suſan ſhall be married. 

Mos. And ile mak her dowry more than ile talk of Clark, 

CLA. Yonder's your huſband, Mofbie ile be gone. 


Here enter Arden and Francklin, 
ALES. In good time, ſee where my huſband comes, 


Maiſter Moſbie aſke him the queſtion your ſelfe. 
Exit Clarke, 


MOS. Maiſter Arden, being at London yeſter night, 
The Abbey lands whereof you are now poſſeſt, 
Were offred me on ſome occaſion, 
By Greene one of fir Antony Agers men : 
I pray you fir tell me, are not the lands yours ? 
Hath any other intereſt herein ? . 

ARD. Moſby that queſtion wele decyde anon, 
Ales make ready my brekfaſt, J muſt hence. 

Exit Ales. 


As for the lands Moſbie they are mine, 

By letters patents from his Majeſty: 

But I muſt haue a Mandat for my wyfe, 
They ſay you ſeeke to robbe me of her loue, 
Villaine what makes thou in her company, 
She's no companion for fo baſe a groome. 
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MOSBIE. Arden I thought not on her, I came to thee, 
But rather then I pocket vp this wrong. | 
FRANCKLIN. What will you doo fir? 
MOS. Reuenge on the proudeſt of you both: | 
& Then ARDEN drawes forth MOSBIES dl 
. ARDEN. So ſirha, you may not weare a "Os 
The ſtatute makes againſt artificers, a 3 
I warrand that I doo, now vie your bodkin, 
Your ſpaniſh needle, and your prefling Iron. 
For this ſhall go with me, and marke my words, 
You goodman botcher, tis to you I ſpeake, 
The next time that I take thee neare my houſe, 
In ſteede of Legs Ile make thee crall on ſtumps. 
MOS. Ah maiſter Arden you haue iniurde mee, 
I doo appeale to God, and to the world. 
FRAN. Why canſt thou deny; thou wert a butcher once, 
MOS. Meaſure me what I am, not what I was. 
ARD. Why what art thou now, but a Velvet drudge, 
A cheating ſteward, and baſe minded peſant, 
MOS. Arden now thou haſt belcht and vomited, 
The rancorous venome of thy miſ-ſwolne hart, 
Heare me but ſpeake, as I intend to liue 
With God, and his elected ſaints in heauen, 
neuer meant more to ſolicit her, 
And that ſhe knowes, and all the world ſhall ſee, 
I loued her once, ſweete Arden pardon me. 
I could not chuſe, her beauty fyred my hearte, 
But time hath quench't theſe ouer raging coles, 
And Arden though I now frequent thy houſe, 
Tis for my ſiſters ſake, her waiting maid 
And 
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And not for hers, maieft thou enjoy her long: : 
Hell fyre and wrathfull vengeance light on me, 
If I diſhonor her or injure thee, 
ARD. Moſbie with theſe thy proteſtations, 
The deadly hatred of my hart's appeaſed, 
And thou and Ile be freends, if this proue true. 
As for the baſe tearmes I.gaue thee lately. 
Forget them Moſbie, I had cauſe to ſpeake : 
When all the Knights and Gentlemen of Kent, 
Make common table talke of her and thee. 
MOS. Who liues that is not toucht with flanderqus Tongues, | 
FRA, Then Moſbie, to efcheve the ſpeache of men, 
| Upon whoſe general brute all honor hangs, 
Forbeare his houſe, | 
ARD. Forbeare it, nay rather frequent it mare. 
The worlde ſhall ſee that I diſtruſt her not, 
To warne him on the ſudden from my houſe, 


Were to confirme the rumour that is growne. 
MOS. By faith my fir you ſay true, 

And therefore will I ſojourne here a while, 

Untill our enemies haue talkt their fill. 

And then 1 hope theile ceaſe, and at laſt confeſſe, 

How cauſeles they haue injurde her and me. 
ARD. And I will ly at London all this tearme, 

To let them ſee how light I wey their words. 


Here enters ALES, IF. 
ALES. Huſband ſit down, your breakfaſt will be could, 
ARD. Come M. Moſbie will you fit with vs, 
MOS., I cannot eat, but ile fit for company, 
ARD. Sirra Michaell ſee our horſe be ready. 
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ALES. Huſband why pauſe ye, why eat you not, 
ARD. I am not well, thers ſomething in this broth 
That is not holſome, didſt thou make it Ales? 

ALES. I did, and thats the cauſe it likes not you, 


Den ſbe throwes down the brot be on the grounde; 


[| Thers nothing that J do can pleaſe your taſte, 
You were beſt to ſay I would haue poyſoned you, 
I cannot ſpeak or caſt aſide my eye: 
But he imagines, I have ſtept awry, 
Heres he that you caſt in my teeth ſo oft, 
4 | Now will I be convinced, or purge my ſelfe, 
I charge thee ſpeake to this miſtruſtfull man, 
Thou that wouldſt ſee me hange, thou Moſbye thou, 
1 | What fauour haſt thou had more then a kiſſe, 
| At comming or departing from the Towne ? 
| MOS. You wrong your ſelfe and me, to caſt theſe douts, 
| {| Your louing huſband is not jelious, 
Ab. Why gentle miſtres Ales, can't I be ill, 
But youle accuſe your ſelfe. 
'F ranckline thou haſt a box of Methridate, 
| Ile take a lyttle to preuent the worſt. 
| FRAN, Do fo, and let vs preſently take horfe, 
My life for yours ye ſhall do well enough, 
| | ALES. Giue me a ſpoone, Ile eat of it my ſelfe, 
Would it were full of poyſon to the brim, 
Then ſhould my cares and troubles have an end, 
Was euer filly woman ſo tormented ? 
| ARDEN, Be patient ſweet loue, I miſtruſt not thee, 
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ALES. God will reuenge it Arden if thou doeſt. 


For neuer woman lou'd her huſband. better, then I do thee. 


ARD. I know it ſweete Ales, ceaſe to complaine : - 
Leaſt that in teares I anſwer thee againe. 

FRAN. Came leaue this dallying, and let vs . 

ALES. F orbeare to wound me with that bitter word, 
Arden ſhall go to London in my armes. 

ARD. Loth am I to depart, yet I muſt go, 


ALES. Wilt thou to London then, and leaue me here : 


Ah if thou loue me gentle Arden ſtay, 

Yet if thy buſineſs be of great Import, 

Go if thou wilt Ile bear it as I may: 

But write from London to me euery weeke, 

Nay euery day, and ſtay no longer there 

Then thou muſt nedes, leaſt that I die for ſorrow. 
ARD. Ile write vnto thee euery other tide, 

And fo farewell ſweete Ales, till we meete next. 
ALES. Farewell Huſband ſeeing youle haue it ſo. 

And M. Francklin, ſeeing you take him hence, 

In hope youle haſten him home Ile give you this, 

+ (And then /he kiſſeth him.) 


FRAN. And if he ftay the fault ſhall not be mine, 
Moſbie farewell, and ſee you keepe your oath, 
MOS. I hope he is not Jelious of me now. 
ARD. No Moſbie no, hereafter thinke of me, 
As of your deareſt frend, and ſo farewell, 
Exeunt Arden, F — & Michael. 


ALES. I am glad he is gone, he was about to ſtay. 
But did you marke me then how I brake off 
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MOS. I, Ales, and it was cunningly performed, 
But what a villaine is this painter, Clarke! 
ALES. Was it not a goodly poyſon that he gaue ? 
Why he's as well now as-he was before. 
It ſhould haue bene ſome fine confection, 
That might haue giuen the broth ſome daintie taſte, 
This powder was too groſſe and populous. | 
MOS. But had he eaten but three ſpoonefulles more, 
Then had he died, and our loue continued. 
ALES. Why ſo it ſhall, Moſbie, albeit he liue. 
MOS. It is vnpoſſible, for I have ſworne 
Never hereafter to ſolicite thee, 
Or, whyleſt he lives, once more importune thee. 
ALES. Thou ſhalt not neede, I will importune thee. 
What ! ſhall an oath make thee forſake my loue ? 
As if I have not ſworne as much my ſelfe, 
And giuen my hand vnto him in the church. 
Tuſh, Moſbie, oaths are wordes, and words are winde, 
And winde is mutable : Then I conclude, 
»Tis childiſhnes to ſtand vpon an oath. 
MOS. Well proved, Miſtres Ales, yet by your leaue, 
Iwill keepe mine vnbroken whileſt he lives. 
ALES. I, do, and ſpare not; his time is but ſhort ; 
For if thou beeſt as reſolute as I, | 
Wee'le haue him murdered as he walkes the ftrgets. 
In London many alehouſe Ruffins keepe, 
Which, as J heare, will murther men for gould; 
They ſhall be ſoundly fed to pay him home. 


Here enters Greene. 
MOS. Ales, what's he that comes yonder, knoweſt hon BY . 
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ALES. Moſbie be gone, I hope tis one that comes 

To put in practiſe our intended drifts, 
| Exit Moſbie. 

GRE. Miſtres Arden you are well met, 
Jam ſorry that your huſband is from home, 
When as my purpoled journey was to him: 
Yet all my labour is not ſpent in vaine, 

For I ſuppoſe that you can full diſcourſe, 
And flat reſolue me of the thing I ſeeke. 

ALES. What is it, Maiſter Greene? If that I may, 
Or can, with ſafety, I will anſwer you. 

GRE. I heard your huſband hath the grant, of late, 
Confirmed by letters patents from the king, | 
Of all the lands of ti Abby of Feverſham, 

Generally intitled ; ſo that all former grants 
Are cut off, whereof I my ſelfe had one, 
But now my intereſt by that is void. 

This is all, Miftres Arden, is it trve or no? 

ALES. Trve, Maiſter Greene, the lands are his in "RE 
And whatſoeuer leaſes were before, 

Are void for tearme of Maiſter Arden's lyfe : 
He hath the grant vnder the Chancery ſeale. 

Gre, Pardon me, Miftres Arden, I muſt ſpeake, 
For I am toucht, Your huſband doth me wrong, 
To wring from me the little land I haue. 

My living is my lyfe, onely that 

Reſteth remainder of my portion. 

Deſyre of welth is endles in his minde, 

And he is gredy, gaping ſtill for gaine: 

Nor cares he though young gentlemen do begge, 

do he may ſcrape and hoorde vp in his poutche. 
D 
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But ſeeing he hath taken my lands, IL'le value lyſe 
As careles, as he is careful for to get: 
And tell him this from me, Ile be reuenged, 
And ſo, as he ſhall wiſh the Abby lands 
Had reſted ſtill within their former ſtate. 
ALES. Alas! poor gentleman, I pittie you, 
And wo is me that any man ſhould want. 
God knowes, *tis not my fault: But wonder not 
Though he be harde to others, when to me; 
Ah, Maifter Greene, God knowes how TI am vs'de, 
GRE. Why, Miſtres Arden, can the crabbed churle, 
Uſe you vnkindely | Reſpects he not your birth, 
Your honorable freends, nor what you brought ? 
Why, all Kent knowes your parentage, and what you are. 
ALES. Ah! M, Greene, be it ſpoken in ſecret heere, 
I never liue good day with him alone: 
When hee is at home, then haue I froward lookes, 
Hard words and blowes, to mend the match withall : 
And though I might content as good a man, 
Yet doth he keepe in euery corner trulles, 
And, weary with his trugges at home, 
Then rides he ſtraight to London; there, forſooth, 
He revelles it among ſuch filthie ones, 
As counſel him to make away his wyfe. 
Thus live I daily in continual Fear, 
In ſorrow ; ſo deſpairing of redres, 
As every day I wiſh, with harty prayer, 
That he or I were taken forth the worlde. 
GRE. Now truſt me, Miſtres Ales, it greeveth me, 
So faire a creature ſhould be ſo abuſed. 
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Why who'd have thought the ciuil fir ſo ſollen, 
He looks ſo ſmoothly ; Fye upon him, Churle ; 
And if he liues a day he liues too long, 
But, frolick woman, I ſhall be the man 
Shall ſet you free from all this diſcontent ; 
And if the Churle deny my intereſte, 
And will not yelde my leaſe into my hand, 
[le pay him home, whateuer hap to me. 
ALES. But ſpeake you as you thinke : 
GRE. I, God's my witnes, I meane plaine dealing 
For I had rather die than loſe my land. | 
ALES, Then, Maiſter Greene, be counſailed by me, 
lndaunger not your ſelfe for ſuch a Churle, | 
But hyre ſome Cutter for to cut him ſhort ; 
And heer's ten pound to wager them with all, 
When he is dead you ſhall have twenty more. 
And the lands whereof my huſband is poſſeſt, 
dhall be intytled as they were before. 
GRE, Will you keepe promiſe with me? 
ALES. Or count me falſe and periur'de whilſt I live. 
GBE. Then heer's my hand I'le haue him ſo diſpatcht ; 
[le vp ta London ſtraight, Ile thether poaſt, 
And neuer reſt till I have compaſt it. 
Till then farewell, 
ALES. Good fortune follow all your forward thoughts. 
Exit Greene. 


And whoſoever doth attempt the deede, 

A happie hand I wiſh, and ſo farewell. 

All this goes well. Moſbie, I long for thee, 

To let thee know all that I haue contriued. 
D 2 
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Here enter Moſbie and Clarke. 
MOS. How now, Ales, what's the newes ? | 
ALES. Such as will content thee well, ſweete hart, 
MOS. Well, let them paſſe a while, and tell me, Ales, 
How haue you dealt and tempered with my ſiſter, 
What, will ſhe haue my neighbour Clarke, or no ? 
ALES. What, M. Mofbie ! let him wooe himſelf, 
Thinke you that maides looke not for faire wordes ? 
Go to her, Clarke, ſhee's all alone within, 
Michaell, my man, is cleane out of her bookes. 
CLA. I thanke you, Miſtres Arden, I 1 in. 
And if faire Suſan and I can agree, 
You ſhall command me to the vttermoſt, 
As farre as either goods or lyfe may ſtreatch. 
Exit Clark. 
MOS. Now, Ales, let's heare thy newes. 
ALES. They be ſo good, that I muſt laugh for ioy, 
Before I can begin to tell my tale. | 
MOS. Let's heare them then, that T may laugh for company, 
ALES. This morning M. Greene, dick greene, I meane, 
From whome my huſband had the Abby lande, 
Came hether railing, for to know the trueth, 
Whether my huſband had the lands by grant. 
T tould him all, where at he ſtorm'd amain, | 
And ſwore he would cry quittance with the Churle; 
And if he did denye his entereſt, 
Stabbe him, whateuer did befall him ſelfe. 
When as I fawe his choller thus to riſe, 
] whetted on the gentleman with words; 


And to conclude, Moſbie, at laſt we grew 


To 
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To compoſition for my huſband's death. 
[ gaue him ten pound to hyre knaues, 
By ſome deuiſe to make away the Churle ; 
When he is dead he ſhould haue twenty more, 
And repoſſeſſe his former lands againe. 
On this we agreed, and he is ridden ſtraight 
To London, to bring his death about, 
MOS. But call you this good newes ? 
ALES. I, ſweete hart, be they not ? 
MOS. Twere cherefull newes to hear the Churle were dead, 
But truſt me, Ales, I take it paſſing ill, 
You would be ſo forgetfull of our ſtate, 
To make recount of it to every groome. 
What! to acquaint each ſtranger with our drifts, 
Cheefely in caſe of murther ; why 'tis the way 
To make it open vnto Arden's ſelfe, 
And bring thy ſelfe and me to ruine both: 
Forewarn'de, foreearm'de, who threats his enemye, 
Lends him a ſword to guarde himſelf with all. - 
ALES. I did it for the beſt, 
MOS, Well, ſeeing tis don, cherely let it pas. 
You know this Greene, is he not religious ? 
A man, I geſſe, of great devotion, 
ALES. He ig. 
MOS. Then, ſweets Ales, let it pas, I have a dryft 
Will quyet all, what euer is amis. 
Here enters Clarke and Suſan, 
ALES. How now, Clarke, have you found me falſe ? 
Did I not plead the matter hard for you ? 
CLA. You did, 
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| MOS, And what, wilt be a match ? EQ 
CLA. A match, I, faith, fir, I, the day is mine; 

The Painter layes his cullours to the lyfe, 

His penſel draws no ſhadowes in his loue. 

Suſan is mine, 

ALES. You make her bluſhe. | 

Mos. What, ſiſter, is it Clarke muſt be the mart? 

SU. It reſteth in your graunt, fome words are paſt, 

And happely we be grown vnto a match, 

If you be willing that it ſhall be ſo. 

Mos. Ah, Maiſter Clarke, it reſteth at my grant; 

You ſee my ſiſter's yet at my diſpoſe; 

But ſo you'le graunt me one thing I ſhall aſke, 

I am content my ſiſter ſhall be yours, | 

CLA. What is it, M. Moſbie ? 

MOS. I doo remember once, in fecret talke, pb 

You tould me how vou could compound by arte; 

A crucifix jmpoyſoned': | 

That who ſo look'd vpon-it ſhould waxe blinde, 

And with the ſcent be ſtifeled, that ere long, 

He ſhould be poyſon'd- that did view it wel. 

l would haue you make me ſuch a crucifix, 

l And then Ile grant my ſiſter ſhall be yours; 

CA. Though I am loath, becauſe it toucherh'Tyfe; 

Yet rather or 'le-leaue ſweete Suſan's loue, 22 

Tle do it, and with all the haſte T may. 

But for whome is it? 37! 

ALES. Leaue that to vs, Why, Clarke, is it poſſible, 

That you ſhould paint and draw it out your ſelſe, 
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The cullours beeing balefull, and impoyſoned, 
And no waies preiudice your ſelfe with all ? 


MOS. Well queſtioned, Ales, 
Clarke, how anſwer you that ? 


CLA. Very eaſily : T'le tell you ſtraight, 
How I doo worke of theſe impoyſoned drugs. 
| faſten on my ſpectacles ſo cloſe, 

As nothing can any way offend my ſight ; 
Then as I put a leafe within my noſe, 

So put I rubarbe, to avoid the ſmell, 

And ſoftly as another worke I paint. 


MOS. *Tis very well ; but againſt when ſhall I haue it, 
CLA. Within theſe ten dayes, 


MOS. *Twill ſerve the turne. 
Now, Ales, let's in, and ſee what cheere you keepe. 
I hope, now M. Arden is from home, 


Youle giue me leaue to play your huſband's part. 
ALES. Moſbie you know whoſe maiſter of my hart, 
As well may be the maſter of the houſe, 


Exeunt. 


Here enter GREENE and BRADSHAW. 


BRAD. See you them that come yonder, M. Greene ? 
GRE. I, very well, doo you know them? 


Here enter Blacke Will and Shakebagge, 
BRAD. The one I knowe not, but he ſeemes a knave, 
Cheefly for bearing the other company: 
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For ſuch a ſlave, ſo vile a rogue as he, "at. 9 
Lyues not againe vppon the earth. "* | 

Black Will is his name: I tell you, M. Green 8 

At Bulloine he and I were fellow ſouldiers, 
Where he plaid ſuch prankes, 1 
As all the Campe fear'd him for his villain” 

I warrant you he beares ſo bad a minde, | 


That for a crowne hee'le murther any man. , 
GRE. The fitter is he for my purpoſe, maty; 


WILL. How now, fellow Bradſhaw, 
Whether away ſo earely ? 

BRAD. O Will, times are changed, no llow- 
Though we were once together in the field 
Yet thy freend to doo thee any good I can. | 


WILL. Why, Bradſhawe, was not thou * I 
Fellow ſouldiers at Bulloine : N | 


*.- 9 


Wher J was a corporall, and thou but a baſe mercenarye * 
No fellowes now, becauſe you are a gouldimith, 

And haue a lytle plate in your ſhoppe. | Ws, 

You were gladde to call me fellow Will, | | 

And with a curſy to the earth, 

One ſnatch, good corporall, 

When I ſtole the halfe Oxe from John fle vitler, 

And domineer'd with it amongſt good 8 

In one night. : 


BRAD. 1, Will, thoſe dayes are 4 EO? 
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WILL. I, but they be not paſt with me, 
For I kepe that ſame honourable minde ſtill, 


But were it not that I ſee more company comming down 
The hill, I would be fellowes with you once more, 
And ſhare Crownes with you too. | 
But let that pas, and tell me whether you goe. 

BRAD. To London, Will, about a peece of ſeruice, 
Wherein happely thou maift pleaſure me. 

WILL. What is it? 

BRAD. Of late Lord Cheiny loſt ſome plate, 
Which one did bring, and ſoulde it at my ſhoppe, 
Saying he ſerued fir Antony Cooke, 

A ſearch was made, the plate was found with me, 

And I am bound to anſwer at the Syſe. 

Now, Lord Cheiny ſolemnly vowes, 

If law will ſerve him, he'le hang me for his plate, 

Now I am going to London, vpon hope, 

To finde the fellow: now, Will, I know 

Thou art acquainted with ſuch companions. 
WILL. What manner of man was he ? 
BRAD. A leane faced writhen knave, 

Hauke noſde, and verye hollow eied, 

With mightye furrowes in his ſtormye browes ; 

Long haire down his ſhoulders curled, | 

His Chinne was bare, but on his vpper lippe, 

A mutchado, which he wound about his eare. 

WILL. What apparel! had he? 

BRAD. A watchet ſattin doublet all ſo torne, 
* The inner fide did beare the greateſt ſhow ; 

E 
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Good, neighbour Bradſhaw, you are too proude to be my fellow, 
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A paire of threed bare Velvet hoſe, ſeame rent, | 


| A woſted ſtocking rent aboue the ſhoe, 


A liuery cloake, but all the lace was off, 

»T was bad, but yet it ſerued to hide the plate. 
WILL. Sirra Shakebagge, canſt thou remember 

Since we trould the boule at Sittingburn, 

Where I broke the Tapfter's head of the Lyon 


With a Cudgill ſticke? 
BRAD. I, very well, Will. 


WILL. Why it was with the money that the plate was ſould for: 


Sirra Bradſhaw, what wilt thou give him 
That can tell thee who ſoulde the plate? 
BRAD. Who, I pray thee, good Will ? 
WILL. Why *twas one Jacke Fitten, 
He's now in Newgate for ſtealing a horſe, 
And ſhall be arrainde the next Siſe. 


For I'le backe and tell him who robbed him of his plate, 
This cheeres my hart; M. Greene, I'le leave you, 
For I muſt to the Ile of Sheppy with ſpeede. 

GRE. Before you go, let me intreat you 
To carry this letter to Miſtres Arden of Feverſhame, 
And humbly recommend me to her ſelfe. 

BRAD. That will I, M. Greene, and fo farewel. 
Heer, Will, there's a crowne for thy good newes. 

Exit Bradſhaw. 


WILL. Farewell, Bradſhaw, 
I'le drinke no water for thy ſake, whileſt this lafts : 


BRAD. Why then, let Lord Cheiney ſeek Jack Fitten forth ; 


Now, Gentlemen, ſhall we haue your company to London ? 


GRE, 
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GRE. Nay ftay, firs, a lyttle more, I needes muſt vſe your helpe, 
And in a matter of great conſequence; ; ; f ; 
Wherein if you'le be ſecret and. profound, 10 
Ile give you twenty Angles for your paines, " 
WILL. How | twenty Angels? Give my! F ellow 
George Shakebag and me twenty Angels, 
And if thout-baue thy owne father ſlaine. 
That thou may'ſt inherit his land, wee'lekill-him. 
Shak. I, thy mather, thy fiſter, thy brother, 6r all thy kin. 
GRE. Well this it is, Arden of Feverſhame | 
Hath highly. wrong'd me about the Abby land, 
That no revendge but death will ſerve the turne: 
Will you two kill him, here are the Angels downe, 
And I will lay the platforme of his death, 
WILL. Plat me no platformes, giue me the money, : 
And Lle ſtab him as he ſtands piſſing agaioft a wall, 
But [le kill him. | 
SHAK, Where i is he? | 
GRE, He is now at London, i in Alderſgate ſtreete. 
SHA. He's dead as if he had beene condemn'd 
By an act of parliament, if once Black Will and * 
Sweare his death. 
GRE. Here is ten pound, and when he is dead, 
Ve ſhall have twenty more. 
WILL, My fingers itche to be at the pefant, ml 
Ah that I might be ſet a worke thus through the yeere, I 
And that murther would grow to an occupation; 1 60 
That a man might without danger of law: | | 
Zounds, I warrant I ſhould be warden of the company, | | | 
Come, let vs be going, and we'le bate at Rocheſter, VS. 1 | 
f 
| 
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Where I'le give thee a gallon of Sack, 
To hanſell the match with all. 

Here enters Michael. | | 

MICH. I haue gotten ſuche a letter, | | 

As will touche the Painter: And thus E is. 10 


* Michael read this letter. 


Here enter Arden and F N and dead 


My duetye — Mrs. Suſan, boping in 6. you be in god 
health, as I Michaell was at the making Baerehf. Dit is to certifi you, 
that as the Turtle true, when ſbe hath loft her mate, ſitteth alme ; 3% 1, 
mourning for your abſence, do walk up and dawn Poulet, till one day ! 
fell aſſecpe, and loft my maiſter's Pantophelles. Ab, miftres Suſan ab. 
boliſh that paltry Painter, cut him off by the ſhinnes, with a frowning 
looke of your crabed countenance, and think upon Michaell, who druncke 
with the dregges of your fauour, wil cleaue as faſt to your loue, as a 
plaſter of Pitch to a gald horſes back. Thus hoping you will ler ny 
paſſions penetrate, or rather impetrate mercy of your meeke hands, Tad 

Yours, Michael, or els not Michael. 


ARD. Why you paltrie knaue, 
Stand you here loytering, knowing my lee, 
What haſte my buſines craues to ſend to Kent? 
FRAN. Faith, frend Michaell, this is very ill, 
Knowing your maiſter hath no more but you, 
And do ye ſlacke his buſines for your ]? N 


ARD. Where i is the letter, firra, let me ſee it it | 5 


$ Then be gives him the letter. 
See, maiſter Francklin, here is proper ſtuffe, 
Suſan my maide, the Painter, and my man, 
A crue of harlots all in love forſooth, 


Sirt ay 


Sir 
No 
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gira, let me hear no more of this, 
Nor for thy lyfe once write to her a worde. 
Here enter Greene, Will, and Shakebag. 4 

Wilt thou be married to ſo baſe a troull, a 
Tis Mosbie's ſiſter : come I once at home, 
Ile rouſe her from remaining in my houſe, 
Now, M. Francklin, let's go walke in Paule's, 
ame} x =o ek ppb I OY 

GRE. The firſt is Arden, and that's his man, 
The other is Francklin, Arden's deareſt Freend. 

WILL. Zounds, I'le kill them all three. 

GRE. Nay, ſirs, touch not his man in any caſe, 
But ſtand cloſe, and take you fitteſt ſtanding, 
And at his coming foorth ſpeede him : | 
To the Nagge's head, there is this coward's haunt ; 


But now I'le leaue you till the deede be don. 
Exit Greens, 


SHAK, If he be not paid his owne, nere truſt Shakebagge. 
WILL. Sirra, Shakbag, at his comming foorth 
Ile runne him through, and then to che blackfreers, 
And there take water and away. 
SHAK. Why, that's the beſt; but ſee thou miſſe him not. 
WILL. How can I miſſe him, when 1 thinke on the fortye 
Angels I muſt haue more. 
Here enters a Prentiſe. 
PREN. Tis very late, I were beſt ſhute vp my tall, 
For here will be oulde filching when the preſſe comes foorth 
Of Paules. 
+ Then lettes he dune bis window, and it breaks Black Wit's bead. 


WIL. Zounds, __ Shakbag, draw, I am almoſt kild. 
PREN. 
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PREN. We'le tame you, I warrant, 1 
WIL. Zounds, I am tame enough already... 

Here enter Arden, ,Francklin, and Michael. 
ARD. What trubleſome fray or mutiny is this? 
FRAN. Tis nothing but ſome babling paltry fray, 

Deuiſed to pick mens pockets in the throng. | 

ARD. Is't nothing els? Come, F rancklin, let vs away. 


Exeunt. 


-. WILL, What mends ſhal I hans for my broken head ? 
PREN. Mary, this mends, that if you get you not away - 
All the ſooner, you ſhall a 20 


Exit prentiſe. 


WILL. Well Lie be gone, but looke to you fignes, 
For I'le pull them downe all, | 
Shakbag, my broken head greeues me not ſo much, 
As by this meanes Arden hath eſcaped. 

Here enters Greene. 

GRE, J had a glimpſe of him and his Wai 
Why, ſirs, Arden's as wel as I, 
I met him and F rancklin going merrilly to the ordinary againe, 
What, dare you not do it ? | 

WILL. Yes, fir, we dare do it, but were my conſent to giue, 
We would not do it vnder ten pound more. , | 
I value euery drop of my blood at a french Crowne, 
J haue had ten pound to fteal a dogge, 
And we haue no more heere to kill a man; 
But that a bargane is a bargane, and ſo forth, 
You ſhould do it yourſelfe. | | 
GRE. I pray thee how came thy head broke ? 
WILL. Why, thou ſceſt it is broke, doſt thou not ? 


SHAK. 
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SHAK. Standing againſt a ſtaule, watching Arden's coming, 
A boy let down his ſhop window, and broke his head. | 
Whereupon aroſe a braul, and in the tumult 

Arden eſcapt vs, and paſt by vnthought on; 

But forberance is no acquittance, 

Another time wele do it, I warrant thee. 

GRE. I pray thee, Will, make cleane thy tn 
And let's bethink vs on ſome other place, 

Where Arden may be met with handfomly ; 

Remember how devoutly thou haſt ſworne, 

To kill the villaine thinke upon thyne oath. 

WILL. Tuſh, I haue broken fue hundred oathes, 

But would'ft thou charme me to effect this dede, 

Tell me of gould, my reſolution's fee. 

Say, thou ſeeſt Mosbie kneeling at my knees, 

Off ring me ſeruice for my high attempt: 

And ſweete Ales Arden, with a lap of crownes, 

Come, with a lowly curſy to the earth, 

Saying, Take this; but for thy quarterige, 

Such yeerely tribute will I anfwer thee, 

Why this would fteel ſoft mettled cowardice, 

With which Black Will was neuer tainted yet. 

] tell thee, Greene, the forlorne trauailler, 

Whoſe lips are glewed with ſommers parching heat, 

Nere long'd ſo much to ſee a running brooke, 

As I to finiſh Arden's Tragedy. 

Seeſt thou this goare that cleaueth to my face? 

From hence nere will I waſh this bloody ſtaine, 

'Till Arden's hart be panting in my hand. 

GRE. Why that's well ſaid, but what ſays Shakbag ? 


SHARK, 
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SHAK. I cannot paint my valour out with * 
But giue me place and opportunitie, 
Such mercy as the ſtaruen Lyones, Ne 
When ſhe is dry- ſuckt of her eager younge, | 
Showes to the prey that next encounters her, 
On Arden ſo much pitty would I take. 
GRE. So ſhould it faire with men of firme 1 
And now, ſirs, ſeeing this accident, 
Of meeting him in Paules hath nb ſucceſſe, 
Let vs bethinke vs on ſome other place, 
Whoſe earth may ſwallow up this Atden's bloode. 
Here enters Michael, wi 
See yonder comes his man, and wat you What, 
The fooliſh knaue's in loue with Mosbie's ſiſter, 
And for her ſake, whoſe loue he cannot get, 
Unleſſe Mosbie ſolicit his ſuite. 


The villaine hath ſworne the ſlaughter of his maiſter, 


We'le queſtion him, for he may ſtead vs muche : 
How now, Michael, whether are you going ? 
MICH. My maiſter hath new ſupt, | 
And I am going to prepare his chamber, 
GRE. Where ſupt M. Arden? 


MICH. At the Nagge's head at the 18 pence ordinarye, 


How now, M. Shakbag, what Black Wil, | 
Gods deere lady, how chaunce your face is fo bloody ? 
WILL. Go too, ſirra, there is a chaunce in it, 

This ſawceines in you will make you be knockt. 
MICH. Nay, and you be offended I'le be gone. 
GRE. Stay, Michael, you may not eſcape vs ſo, 

Michael I know you loue your maiſter wel. 


MICH, 


ICH. 


of FVI RSHA Xx. 
MICH, Why ſo I do, but wherefore vrdge you that ? 
GRE. Becauſe I thinke you loue your miſtres better. 
MICH. 80 thinke not I, but ſay, y'faith what if I ſhould ? 
' SHAK, Come; to the purpoſe, Michael, we heare 
You haue a pretty loue in Feverſham, 
MICH. Why, haue I two or three, what's that to thee ? 
WILL. You deale too mildly with the peſant; thus it is, 
'Tis know'n to vs that you loue Moſbie's ſiſter. 
We know beſides that you have tak'n your oath, 
To further Moſbie to your miſtres bed, 
And kill your maiſter, for his ſiſter's ſake. 
Now, fir, a poorer coward than your ſelfe, 
Was neuer foſter'd in the coaſt of Kent, 
How comes it then, that ſuch a knaue as you 
Dare ſweare a matter of ſuch conſequence ? 
GRE, Ah, Will 
WILL. Tuſh, give me leaue, there is no more but this, 
Sith thou haſt ſworne, we dare diſcouer all ; 
And hadſt thou, or ſhouldſt thou vtter it, 
We haue deuiſed a complot vnder hand, 
What euer ſhall betide to any of vs, 
To ſend thee roundly to the diuell of hell. 
And therefore thus: I am the very man, 
Markt in my birth howre by the deſtynies, 
To giue an end to Arden's lyfe on earth; 
Thou but a member, but to whet the knife, 
Whoſe edge muſt ſearch the cloſet of his breaſt. 
Thy office is but to appoint the place, 
And traine thy maiſter to his tragedy ; 
Myne to performe it, when occaſion ſerues. 
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Then be not nice, but here deuiſe with vs, þ 
How, and what way, we may conclude his death. 7 
SHAK. So ſhalt thou purchaſe Mofbie for thy frend, 1 
And, by his frendſhip, gaine his fiſter's loue. 0 N 
GRE. So ſhal thy miſtres be thy fauorer, 1 
And thou diſburdned of the oath thou made. 433: A 
MICH. Well, gentlemen, I cannot but confeſſe, D 
Sith you haue vrdged me fo aparantly, re 
That I haue vowed my Maſter Arden's death; 80 
And he, whoſe kindly loue and liberall hand, 80 
Doth challenge naught but good deſerts of me, 4 
I will delyver ouer to your hands, Th 
This night come to his houſe at Alderſgate, Ty 
The dores I'le leaue vnlockt againſt you come. Let 
No ſooner ſhall ye enter through the latch, I a 
Ouer the threſholde to the inner court, 

But on your left hand ſhall you ſee the ſtaires, 
That leads directly to my maiſter's chamber. vo. N 
There take him, and diſpoſe him as you pleaſe, Teh 
44 Now it were good we parted company, | if f 
14 . What I haue promiſed I will performe. Wh 
1 WILL. Should you deceiue vs, twould go wrong w'yor, And 
| | | MICH. I will accompliſh al I haue reuealde. $4202 Mig 
N | WII. Come, let's go drinke, choller makes me as drye as a dog. WF No « 
11 [kExeunt Will, Greene, and Shakbag. Wl And 
It | Manet MICHAEL. oy 
1 MICH. Thus feedes the Lambe ſecurely on the downe, Good 
Whilſt through the thicket of an arber brake, pt And 
The hunger bitten Woulfe orepryes his hant, | As H 


And takes advantage to eat him vp. 
| * 


cbag 


Ah! harmles Arden, how haſt thou miſdone, 
That thus thy gentle lyfe is leuel'd at, 

The many good turnes that thou haſt don to me, 
Now muſt I quittance with betraying thee. 

| that ſhould take the weapon in my hand, 

And buckler thee from ill intending foes, 

Do lead thee, with a wicked fraudfull ſmile, 
As unſuſpected, to the ſlaughter houſe, 

So haue I ſworne to Moſby and my miſtres ; 
So haue I promiſed to the flaughter men: 

And ſhould I not deale currently with them, 
Their lawleſs rage would take reuenge on me. 
Tuſh, I will ſpurn at mercy for this once; 

Let pittie lodge where feeble women ly, 

I am reſolu'd, and Arden needes muſt die, 


Here enter Arden and Francklin. 
No, Francklin, no, if feare or ſtormy threts, 


If loue of me, or care of womenhoade, 


If feare of God, or common ſpeach of men, 
Who mangle credit with their wounding words, 
And cooch diſhonor as diſhonor buds, 

Might ioyne repentaunce in her wanton thoughts, 
No queſtion then but ſhe would turne the leafe, 
And ſorrow for her diſſolution: 

But ſhe is rooted in her wickednes; 

Peruerſe and ſtubborne, not to be reclaim'de 3 
Good counſelle is to her as raine to weedes, 

And reprehenſion makes her vice to grow, 

As Hydraes head, that periſnt by decay. 


F 2 Her 
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[Exit Michael. 
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Her faults, methinks, are painted in my face, 6 
For euery ſearching eye to ouer reede, W 
And Moſbie's name, a ſcandale vnto myne, Ac 
Is deeply trenched in my bluſhing brow. Ne 
Ah! Francklin, Franklin, when I think on this, Th 
My hart's greefe rends my other powers, Af 
Worſe then the conflict at the houre of death. No 
FRANK. Gentle Arden, leave this ſad lament, Lo 
She will amend, and ſo your greefs will ceaſe, Sor 
Or els ſhe'le die, and ſo your ſorrows end. An 
If neither of theſe two do happely fall, Th 
Yet let your comfort be, that others beare An 
Your woes twice doubled all with patience. Poy 
ARD. My houſe is irkſome, there I cannot reſt, $01 
FRAN. Then ſtay with me in London, go not home. Wa 
ARD. Then that baſe Moſbie doth vſurpe my roome, 
And makes his triumph of my beeing thence, V 
At home, or not at home, where ere I be, F 
Heere, heere it lies ; ah, Francklin, here it lies, 
That will not out till wretched Arden dies. 
Here enters Michael], M 
FRANK. Forget your greefes a while, heer coms your man, 4 
wa 


ARD. What a clock iſt, firra ? | 
MICH. Almoſt ten, And 


ARD. See, ſee, how runnes away the weary time, Can 
Come, M. Franklin, ſhall we go to bed. My r 
[Exeunt Arden and Michael. Witt 

My n 

Manet Francklin. For 8 

FRAN. I pray you go before, I'le follow you, For t 


Ah, what a hell is fretfull Jelouſie ! 


ell. 


of FrvzRSHAM 37 
What pitty moving words ! what deepe fetcht ſighs ! | 
What greeuous grones, and ouerlading woes, 
Accompanie this gentle gentleman |! 
Now will he ſhake his care oppreſſed head, 
Then fix his ſad eies on the ſollen earth, 
Aſham'd to gaze upon the open world. | 
Now will he caſt his eyes vp towards the heaueus, 
Looking that waies for a redreſſe of wrong: 
Some times he ſeeketh to beguile his griefe, 
And tells a ſtory with his garefull tongue. 
Then comes his wyfe's diſhonor in his thoughts, 
And in the middle cutteth off his tale, 
Pow'ring freſh ſorrow on his weary lims. 
do woe begone, - ſo inlye charged with woe, 
Was neuer any liyed, and bare it ſo, 


Here enters Michael. 
MICH. My maſter would defire you come to bed. 
FRAN, Is he himſelfe already in his bed? 
[Exit Franklin, 
Manet Michaell, 
MICH, He is, and faine would haue the light away, 
Confliting thoughts incamped in my breſt, 
Awake me with the echo of their ſtrokes : 
And I a iudge to cenfure either ſide, 
Can giue to neither wiſhed victory. 
My maſter's kindnes pleads to me for lyfe, 
With iuſt demaund, and I muſt grant it him. 
My miſtres ſhe hath forced me with an oath, 
For Suſan's ſake, the which I may not breake, 
For that is nearer then a maſter's loue ; | 
That 
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That grim faced fellow, pittiles black Will, 
And Shakebag ſtearne in bloody ſtratageme. 
Two ruffer Ruffins neuer lived in Kent, 

Haue ſworne my death if I infrindge my vow. 


A dreadfull thing to be conſidered of, 


Me thinks I ſee them with their bolſtred haire, 
Staring and grinning in thy gentle face, 

And in their ruthleſs hands their dagers drawne, 
Inſulting ore thee with a peck of oathes, | 
Whileſt thou ſubmiſlive pleading for releefe, 

Art mangled by their ireful Inſtruments. 

Me thinks I heare them aſke where Michael! is 
And pittiles black Will, 'cryes ſtab the ſlaue. 
The peſant will dete& the Tragedy. 

The wrinckles in his fowle death threatning face, 
Gapes open wide, lyke graues to fwallow men. 
My death to him is but a merryment, 

And he will murther me to make him ſport. 

He comes, he comes, ah ! maſter Francklin, helpe, 
Call vp the neighbors, or we are but dead. 


Here enter Francklin and Arden, 

FRAN, What diſmal outcry cals me from my reſt ? 
ARD. What hath occaſion'd ſuch a fearefull crye ? 

Speake, Michael, hath any iniur'de thee ? | 
MICH. Nothing, fir z but as I fell aſleepe, 

Upon the threſholde leaning to the ſtaires, 

I had a fearfull dreame that troubled me, 

And in my ſlumber thought I was beſet, 

With murtherer theeues, that came to rifle me. 


My 


My 


of FeEvensRAM. 

My trembling ioints witneſs my inward feare, 
[ craue your pardons for diſtatbing you. 

ARD. So great a cry for nothing I nere heard, 
What, are the doores faſt lockt, and al things ſafe ? 

MICH, I cannot tel, I thinke I lockt the doores. 

ARD. I like not this, but Ile go ſee my ſelfe, 
Nere truſt me, but the doores were all vnlockt. 
This negligence not halfe contenteth me; 719} 5, 304i 3 
Get you to bed, and if you loue my fauor, d bly 
Let me haue no more ſuch pranckes as theſe, [2-39] 
Come, Maſter Francklin, let vs go to bed, 

FRAN. I, by my faith, the alte is very colde. 
Michaell, farewell, I pray thee dream no more, 

Here enter Will, Greene, and Shakbag. 

SHAK. Black night hath hid the pleaſure of the Gay, e 
And ſheting darkneſs ouerhangs the earth, . 
And with the black folde of her cloudy robe, 
Obſcures vs from the eieſight of the worlde, 
In which ſwete ſilence ſuch as we triumph. 
The layſie minuts linger on their time, 
As loth to give due audit to the howre : 
Til in the watch our purpoſe be compleat, 
And Arden ſent to euerlaſting night. 
Greene, get you gone, and linger here about, 
And at ſome houre hence, come to vs againe, 
Where we will giue you inſtance of his death. | 

GRE. Speede to my wiſh, whoſe wil ſo ere ſays d, * 
eee f 3 
| Exit t Greene. 
WILL. I tell thee, Shakbag, would this thing wer done, 

I am 


40 The Txacepy of M. AR DEN; 
I am fo heauy that I can ſcarce go: 
This drowſines in me bods little good. 
SHAK. How now, Will, become a preciſſian. 
Nay then, let's go ſleepe; when bugs and feares, 
Shall kill our courages with their fancies worke, 
WILL. Why, Shakbagge, thou miſtakes me much; 
And wrongs me too in telling me of feare, 
Wert not a ſerious thing we go about, 
It ſhould be lipt, till I had fought with thee : 
To let thee know I am no coward I, 
I tell thee, Shakbag, thou abuſeſt me, 
SHAK. Why thy ſpeech bewraied an inlye kind of feare, 
And ſauour'd of a weak relenting ſpirit, | 
Go forward now in that we have begonne, 
And afterwards attempt me when thou dareſt. 
WILL. And if I do not, heauen cut me off; 
But let that paſſe, and ſhowe me to this houſe. 
Where thou ſhalt ſee I'le do as much ns Shakbag. 
SHAK. This is the doore, but ſoft, me thinks 'tis ſhut, 
The villaine Michaell hath deceived vs. | 
WILL. Soft, let me ſee, Shakbag, tis ſhut indeed. 
Knock with thy ſword, perhaps the ſlaue will heare. 
SHARK. It will not be, the white liuered peſant is gone to bed, 
And laughs vs both to ſcorn, | 
WILL. And he ſhall buy his merriment as deate, 
As euer coiſtrel bought ſo little ſport ; "I 
Nere let this ſword aſſiſt me when I neede, 
But ruft and canker after I have ſworne : 
If I, the next time that I meet the hind, 


Loppe not away his legge, his arme, or both. 
* | SHA 


eum 


o bed, 


HAK. 


ne 


That wiſdom doubts, tho? *tis indeed one thing, 
Or to deſpiſe, or uſe, and balance both. 
L have ſo little footing in this life 


Firm to my thoughts, that it could not ſupport me 
To live out one day more, did I not look [ 


To reaſons in the depths of providence z 
For I muſt own, Agathopus, I think, 
Theſe things are not in vain : Our Maker's hand 
Hath plac'd ſome virtue in this earthly proceſs 


To work us in the end ſurprizing good. 


AGATHOPUS. 
O Philo, ſrom the croſs of Chriſt alone 
Derive thy good ! His church is a new world, 
Where all thy fate and all thy buſineſs lie. 
And ſince thou'rt cold about a ſpeedy paſſage. 
Into thy-Maſter's joy, I muſt at leaſt | 


Queſtion thy chriſtian hope. Feelſt thou the pledge | 


Of bleſſed reſurrection? Does thy heart 
Within thee leap to meet the laſt great ſcenes ? 


P HII o. 


Tho? well perſuaded that theſe fins of mine, 
Incumbrances ſo maſly to the zeal 

Of a whole mortal life, will neꝰer reſiſt 

When the great Father ſhall one day ſhine forth, 
Reſtoring exil'd man ; yet ſcarce I dare 


Connect myſelf and glory in one thought: 


I do but caſt me in the croud of beings 


On God's broad mercy, as a mighty tide 


Bearing it's peevifh offspring ſafe to harbour. 
F AGATH@« 


41 


teen 


Ac Ar HOP us. 


J underſtand thee, Philo, and may'ſt thou 
Now underſtand how far below the goſpel 

Thy ſoul conſents to dwell, 1 he friends of Chrift 
Don't ſtrive with fin, but trample under foot 

It's poor exploded antiquated ſtrength. 

They don't rely on ſome benign event 

From the wide wheel of things, but pierce directly 
Where Jeſus now admits them, and ordains 
Their thrones in bliſs : Hence they in ſpirit ſtand, 
Free from all ſpot, amidſt the train of heaven, 
And ſee God's face, whoſe full and conſtant ſmile 
Doth ſo attend them thro? the wilds of life, 

That natural dejection, flitting fears 

And all viciſſitude is ſwallow'd up 

In one ſtill dawn of that eternal day 

But ſee the rev*rend biſhop coming forth. 


Enter IcGNnATIvus. 


oN AT Tus. 
I hope, my ſons, at this important ſeaſon 
No idle talk employ'd you: Learn betimes 
With tender ſenſe to bear the church's burden. 
But I muſt praiſe the place where you have choſe 
Your morning ſtand. For hence we look around 
And ſee ſo many roofs, where pray'r inceſſant, 
With mighty thoughts of heart and fervent faith, 
Is offer'd up to heavin, Hear Thou, my Lord, 
Thy people's voice and give them peace this day 


Ac Arno- 


1. N ATI 4 


AGATHOPUS, 
Our meditations, father, were the ſame 


With * about th' impending perſecution, 
IonaTiUS. 


And don't you think it ſtrange, Agathopus, 
And Philo, miniſters and witneſſes 
Of the mere love and innocent meek life 

Of chriſtians, that they ſhould be hated thus ? 


AGATHOPUS. 


The laws of Chriſt condemn a vicious world, 
And gall it to revenge. 


IcnAaATIiusg 

| Tho! that be true, 
Yet ſtill our human foes are chiefly found 
Poor inſtruments exert a foreign malice, 
Whoſe depth and horror is beyond the heart 
Of filly fleſh and blood. That ancient rival 
Of God's dear Son purſues the potentate 
In us his ſubjects, and retains the nations 
With all th' enchanting ſweet and pow'r of evil, 
To form his wretched pomp and fight his war. 
When heathen hoſts attack'd of old the race 
Of choſen Iſrael, *rwas in truth a ſiege 
Suſtain'd by Jeſus in his little fort 
From the dark legions. Then the outſtretch'd arm, 
But now, the croſs muſt conquer. Tell me therefore 
As in your miniſtries you have obſerv'd, 
How would my flock receive that bitter cup ? 
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Fim in the faith. 


PHI1t 0. 


AGATHOPUS, 
Ardent for martyrdom ! 

I yeſterday convey'd to a poor man 
His dole of public alms : © Give me,” ſaid he, 
« But one day's bread ; I hope to want no more.” 
Huſband and wife and other friends take leave 
Each time they're call'd from one another's ſight, 
As not to meet till in the world of ſpirits. 
When at their work, Fulfil your taſk,” they cry, 
« Poor hands; this drudgery will ſoon be o'er !” 
At meals is ſcripture read ! They ſeem tq need 
No earthly food : Is reſurrection nam'd ? 
They loath it. Children now intelligent 
Above their years, mark all their father ſays, 
Look in his face and cry, “ Shan't we die too?“ 
The father in the ſlumbers of the night 
Sees a bright angel wave him to the tortures ; . 
He cries, I come ]!“ And when he wakes, he finds 
His ſpir't half looſen'd from his mortal priſon, 
The women now think of no ornaments 
+. But ſhackles : Every boſom, weak before, 
For the grand trial a big ſoul reſerves, 
Already to the lot of martyrs rais'd 
All ſee each other. Ev'ry face more ſhinin 
And more augult each little threſhold ſeems, 


JanaTius. 


Tm glad my people are ſo well prepar'd. 


But I've a ſecret hope, that providence 
Means 


= 


1 GN & Y 1;U>S; © 


Means not ſo much: The blow of perſecution 
May light indeed, but yet ſtop ſhort of them. 
Trajanus is accounted far from cruel, 

Moſt gentle in the gen'ral and humane: 
Perhaps it will content him to chaſtiſe 

Numbers in one. How joyfully ſhould I 

Buy the flocks ſafety with my ſingle danger! 
But come, Agathopus, our holy books 

Muſt be hid ſomewhere, for they ſhall not die. 


(Exeunt Ignat. & Agath, 
PRI o. | 
Reverſing thy propoſal, O Ignatius, 
How many lives in Antioch would redeem 
Thy fingle breath] But heav*n's great law (we own) 
Pleads on thy fide : which loves to ſnatch away 
The talleſt ſaint, and force his raw dependents, 
Forſaken branches, to ſtrike root themſelves. | 
[ Noiſe wit bout. 
I know that noiſe ; it is the Emperor's chariot : 
He fails not daily on a plain hard by 
To exerciſe his ſoldiers. He went out 
This morning with the dawn. O let him teach 
Us to be wiſe, and wage a better warfare, 
With vigilance as earneſt and unweary'd ! 
But how is this ? Here 's part of his retinue 
Bending this way. I'll ſtand aſide and watch them. 


Enter SOLDIERS, 


Fir Sol DI I. 
What ſhould theſe chriſtians be? Methinks for once 


I'd ſee what paſſes in their meeting. 
paſſes meeting Pane 


# MO&NN& THUS 


Second SOLDIER. 
Fool, 


Their meeting's in the dark, where they commit 
Adultery and quaff the blood of infants. 


Firſt Soup 1 R. 
I cannot think ſo: They are ſimple people, 
Given to fancies, but of no ill meaning, 


Second SOL D 1E R. 


Why then ſhould our wiſe Emp'ror be fo bent 
Againſt them? As he drove thro? yonder gate, 
He caſt his eye this way. O here,” ſays he, 
In theſe back lanes and forlorn ſkirts of Antioch, 
« The new ſect chiefly dwell. In vain do we 

« Give laws to nations, if the dregs of men 
May thus outbrave us. Tho? to day we march 
„ Onwards to Parthia, I muſt cruſh this evil 

« Before I ſtir. Some of you inſtantly 

« The chriſtian biſhop ſeek, and bring him to us.” 


Third SOLDIER. . 


Bur now *tis time to aſk which is his door ; 
And ſee, here's one can tell us: Friend, where lives 
Ignatius ? 

PHIL o. 

There, the houſe is juſt before you. 
[Exeunt Soldiers. 
Good Shepherd ! ſoon his wiſh was heard, O Lord, 
Grant him thy ſtrength, and guide what now en- 
ſues, | | Exit. 


SCENE 


1 m ATU 


WOUDOODODDDODDOODDDDDCDDOCTRNE 


a C. KR M N 
SCENE changes to a Room of State. 


TraJan ſeated and attended. lonartos brought in 
by the Soldiers. 


TRAJAN. 
What art thou, Wretch! puſh'd on by thy ill genius, 
Not only to oppoſe my will, nor own | 
The gods of Rome, but other ſimple fouls 
Inveigle to their ruin ! 


lonATlIVvs. 


Noble De, 
bear (and not in vain, thro? grace divine) 
A name of better import than to be 
Or wretched or demoniac. No, the man 
Who is Theophorus can ne'er want joy, 
Is rais'd above the reach of miſer , 
Is freed from dæmon's pow'r ; nor only freed, 
But able to controul and ſcourge the foe. 
As I with eaſe their ev'ry ſnare diſſolve, 
Suſtain'd by Chriſt the heav'nly King. 

TRAJAN, 
Explain, 

What mean'ſt thou by the name Theophorus ?- 


Io N A- 


4 1G N ATI VS. 


* 


IenaTivus. 
"Tis he, whoſe ſoul is ever full of God, 
Tis he, who carries Chriſt within his breaſt. 

* TRAIJAN. 

And think'ſt thou that in us no gods reſide, 
Enjoying as we do their aid in battle ? 

lIonaTivus _ 
Whom you call gods, and miſinform'd adore, 
Are dæmons of the nations, One alone 
True God there is, who made the earth and ſky, 


And all things in them; and one Jeſus Chriſt, 
Son of his love, whoſe kingdom be my portion ! 


| TRAJAN. 
Thou mean'ſt the ſame whom Pilate crucify'd ? 


Jov Artus. 
Him I do mean who crucify'd my ſin, 
Together with it's author ; and ſubdued 
The realm of darkneſs (gladly I repeat 
What I on this occaſion prove and feel). 
Under their feet who carry him in heart. 


7 TRAJAN. 
So then the Crucify d lives. yet in thee ? 


IcnATIUsS. 


He does; for thus the gracious promiſe runs, 
In them I'll walk and in their hearts I'll dwell.” 


TRAJAN. 
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TRAJAN. 

Thus, therefore, I conclude :. Since this fond man 
Affirms with frantic phraſe, that till in him 

The Crim'nal lives, whom to the croſs we doom'd, 
Let him be carried to Imperial Rome, 

And, worry'd by wild beaſts, divert the people. 
Ten of our ſoldiers guard him; and juſt now 

Put on his chains. We'll haſte to higher cares. 
From quell'd opinions paſs to conquer lands. 


. They put on IoxArius' Chains, 
[Exit TraJan. 
| rr 
Purſue thy glory, Trajan; I of mine 
Am now poſſeſt: Thanks to my gracious Lord, 
That for his love and faith in his firm word 


I'm bound in irons with the great St. Paul, 
Am call'd to ſuff rings, and can bleſs the call! 


A End of the Bt ACT. | 
REPLY 
ET 


G ACT 


th Ni rv 


. 


SCENE I. 


SCENE the Chriſtian's Place of religious Aſſemblies, 
The People coming in at the lower End of the Place. 


AcaTHoOPUus. PHilo. 


 AGATHOPUS. 


O W happy is our office, thus to ſtand 

And ſerve the brotherhood ; diſpatch th' affairs, 
And by a nearer view admire the graces, 
Peculiar ſentiments, and vary'd virtue 
Of thouſand lovely fouls all taught of God! 
Nay, ev*n ſo often to tell over names 
And faces mark'd for glory, gives a pleaſure, 
Like that wherewith the prophet's angel once 
Shall paſs along, ſealing the ſons of light. 


PriLo. 


I ſadly mourn thoſe few whoſe lapſe and frailty 


- Hath raz'd them from our liſt ; but real ſeems 
Their 


* 
Ry * 


c 
b 
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Their penitence, tho' ſcarce fulfill'd it's period: 
Shall we propoſe them to the biſhop's mercy 4? 


AGATHOPUS. 

Yes, at this time, for perſecution's hour 
The canon ſuperſedes. Now guilty ſouls, 
Releas'd from other diſcipline, have leave 
To purge their fins in blood; and bluſhing bear 
The rank of faithful with them to the dead. 
Now alſo the young hearts of catechumens 
Should be admitted to the chriſtian voyage; 
Whoſe courſe, ſoon RS, may perhaps ne'er 

know 
That gradual conflux of temptations waves 
Which meets and ſhakes our common perſeverance, 
But where is Dirce ? We mult ſpeak with her, 


Puro. 
Yonder ſhe is. 


AGATHOPUS. 
Then beckon to her Philo. 


(Pr1Lo beckons, and Dixex comes up to them.) 


AGATHOPUS, 
My ſiſter, this is the laſt time you 'I ſee 
Our gentle biſhop ; therefore now conſider 


t In the primitive church the times of ſeparation from the 
church was ſhortened to thoſe who had falien under cenſure, 
by the recommendations of confeſſors, or thoſe going to ſuffer 


martyrdom, 


* 
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If there be any ſoul under your hand 
That he may be of uſe to. 


Dizcs. 
Ihe good biſhop 
Is uſeful like the day, a gen'ral guide 
And comfort to us in our ſey*ral paths 
But otherwiſe, there's none within my charge 
Waats any more partic'lar ray of light. 


| AGATHOPUS 
None prone to ſadneſs, or perplext with doubts ? 


DrR ox. 


That caſe I own is frequent in our ſex, 
From tenderneſs of frame, and more ſincere 
And cloſe attention to religious cares. 

But all at preſent walk in ſuch ſtrong wol ks, 
And fervent darings of exerted zeal, 

That there's no room for ſcruples or for cloud 
To gather on the ſoul. Each ſofteſt mind 
Stands now above its uſual lets and fears 

As in another region; and collected 

Into itſelf, ſecute of Chriſt within, 

Darts with a bolder motion thro? this life, 

Nor needs the friend, and breaks thro? ev'ry foe. 


PriL0. 


This is a raſtor's joy, when his whole flock 
So full of Chriſt, uſe him. for order's ſake 
As if they us'd him not. Bur what 's become 
Of the * eſpouſals of Maria, 


For 


„„ r . > EL 
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For learning fam'd, and by Ignatius deem'd 
Pattern of female virtues, with the brother 
Approv'd of by her? 


\ 


At this 2 time, 
When both ſo ſoon above mortality 
May be with Chriſt, they drop with joint conſent 
Such thoughts, though holy, nor unworthy thoſe. 
Who love the Lord no leſs, but at more diſtance. 
Wait to put on the privilege of angels. 
Maria now breathes her devoted heart 
In pray'r; is far ſuperior to poor hopes 
From ought beneath the ſkies. Yet as ſhe ſaw 
Worth in that brother, and the grace of Chrift 
Bright'ning his foul, ſhe-does not ſtill diſdain 
The thought of meeting him among bleſt mytiads 
With ſome . Pear and immortal friendſhip. 


Diner. 


AcaATHOPUS. 
My Dirce, thou haſt been for ſev'ral years 
A faithful leader of the lambs of Chrift ; 
And many ſouls by thy maternal voice, 
In the hard conflict and the wav'ring hour, 
Have took the courage to caſt off this world : 
Thou may*ſt expect, if any female blood 
Is ſhed, it will be thine, 


DiR cx. 


Welcome the day! 
] think I have ſome 3 my heart, 
Tho' 


ww T10ONnNa'T3 UL 


Tho? cold and wither'd in this outward frame, 
That would not ſhun to be pour'd out for. Jeſus. 


| ESO . 
'Bchold the people i in great numbers preſent, 


AGATHOPUS. 


I'Il ſpeak to them. My brethren and my ſiſters, 

To your reſpective places. You ſhall hear 
Once more the good Ignatius. With much pain 
He has the guard's conſent—O ! here he is, 


Enter TonaTIV8, guarded by the . 


Jon Artus. 


I thank you for your gentleneſs, my keepers ! 
My ſpeech is firſt to you, and it there's here 

Any beſide a ſtranger to our faith. 

Here tis we meet; and you ſhall hear our doctrine, 
Which, as you truly ſay, is moſtly taught 

In corners. But this ſecrecy, not guilt, 

But meekneſs that would not offend, perſuades. 
Our holy purpoſe and our pure aſſembly 

Fears not the light, but aſks a fuller light 

Than this weak world can ſee by. That great day 
Which is reveal'd in fire, and in the blaze 

Of higheſt truth and reaſon, ſhall approve 

What we poor worms have acted in this place. 
And angels, who are fixt attendants here, 

When they report in language of their world, 
The hymn, the pray'r, the fellowſhip of ſaints, 
It ſounds nor crime nor folly. True it is, 


We differ ſomewhat in our form of life 
| From 
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From other men. And ſingularity, TIT 
If needleſs and fantaſtic, has no comfort Ny 
When public hatred frowns. Nor would that ſcheme 
Deſerve the ſtreſs of ſuff' ring zeal, whoſe worth 
Lay in fine notions; but could not relieve 

With real ſtrength the lab'ring heart, nor alter, 
By operation deep, our wretched being. 

But if, by ſeal of God and true experience 

Of ſome few happy ſouls, a doctrine ſtands -- 
Commended, as the med' cine of our nature, 
Which ev'ry ſeed of woe ſubdues within; 

Then, ſure, amidſt the anger of ſick minds, 
Amidſt all dangers of the friendly teacher, 

It muſt be taught. And ſuch is our religion, 
Great in itſelf by ſolid gifts of grace; 

It's lovely ſecret healthful to mankind. 

This we hold forth, couch'd under decent rites, 
Which, while you look upon as ſingular, 

Are us'd with ſocial heart. For thus we think, 
You now idolaters do darkly mean 

The God we ſerve, and will with' vaſt Nn 
Diſcover him at 1alll.—— 5 


Sebi 

Old man forbear ! 

You've liberty to ſpeak, but not diſparage/ 
The Emperor's religion. - 


 IlanarTtivs. 


8 ä Now to you, 
Belov'd in Chriſt, I turn, I have aſſerted 


nene. 

What you'll atteſt, that as by proper laws 

And many ſpecial cuſtoms we are ſever'd 

A choſen body. from the world about us; 

So the diſtinction well is juſtified 

By inward graces and peculiar: bliſs 

Within this body felt. Are thete not here 

Men who can fay, in ſoberneſs and truth, 

That guilt is done away, and innocence 

Fearleſs and free reſtor'd within their breaſts ? 
That vice with dark inextricable bands 

No more detains, nor drives to acts of ſhame 

The blufhing, reaſoning, reluctant mind? 

That for the paſſions which by turns infpire 

The worthlels life of nature, anger, ſloth, 

And avarice, and pride, pure love prevails, 

Kindled by heaven, nor by a bad world quench'd ? 

That they have inwardly exchang'd their climate, 

And paſs'd from death to life; io that their heart, 

Heal'd and exulting from it's deep receſs, 

Returns this anſwer : That the pow'r of evil, 

The ſting of pain, and terrors of the grave, 

Are now no more; or but at diſtance rage | 

In faithleſs minds; while not a dart can reach 

Their citadel of peace in Jeſu's love ? | 

That they, -in ſhort, to God's paternal face 

And firm affection can appeal and look, 

Nor earthly griefs dare intercept the proſpect; 

But ſtill to every want they feel as men, 

To every prieſtly charitable pray'r 

They breathe as ſaints of God ; his ear and pow'r 

Are nigh : till thus, by conſtant uſe and proof 
Ted - | Of 
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Of aid cceleſtial, heav'n is more than earth 

Their home, the country of their heart and 
commerce? 

If thus it is, and has been felt amongſt 6 us, 

What can I ſay but this, Value and keep 

Your happineſs in Chriſt! Weak are my words 

To teach whom he enlightens. Glad I am, 

However, that his love has fir'd my tongue 

To bear ſuch witneſs to his grace and blood, 

As mov'd you oft to make a deeper ſearch 

Into that myſtery ; till a glance from Him, 

Fraught with the thing itſelf, left you and me 

Happy and dumb before our bounteous Lord 

As I now am. O Jeſu, thou art all! 


 , AcATHOPUS. | A 
Father, the penitents with tears beſeech you | 
To think of them before you go. . | | 
- | 
| 


IonaTIUs. 
Poor Men ! ; 
Let them draw near; declare the truth, my Sons. | | 


To leave the loving Saviour, is it not | 
A bitter thing ? Is it not worſe than death ? i 
Have you enjoy'd one eaſy hour by all . 
Thar human wealth or wiſdom could do for you, 11 
While wretchedly by fin cut off from Him | q] 
And from his people's fellowſhip ? 1 


PENITEZN IS. 
O no! 


Thro- deſarts we have walk'd and found no reſt. 
H | I'GN As 
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IGNATIUS. 


Then may you find it now ! May our good Lord 
Shine forth again with healing aſpe& on you! 

Be as you were before with him and us 

Only remember, that the life of faith 

Loſes in joy and luſtre by each fall, 

Altho”.the ſubſtance be retriev'd. 


PENITENTS. . 
| Dear Saviour, 
Receive us to the meaneſt of thy manſions ! 
PRHIIL o. 
The catechumens too your pleaſure wait. 
JoNAT IVS. 
Come hither ye, whom from an evil world 
The name of Jeſus draws ! you count him ſweet, 
And great, and mighty, by that glimm'ring ſight 
Your novice minds have gain'd. You venerate 


That full acquaintance, and that vital union 
Whereby the faithful know him : And to this 


You now aſpire. But can you then let go 


Your manly wiſdom, and become as babes 
To learn new. maxims and the mind of Chriſt ? 
Can you forſake your former eaſe and ſun-ſhine 
T' affociate with a poor afflicted people, _ 
The ſcorn of all mankind ? Can you the weight 
Of your whole ſouls, with all your hopes of God, 
Reſt on a long paſt action; and that ſuch 
As your Lord's myſtic but opprobrious death; 
Or on events which Ty ſeem, 

A reſur- 
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A reſurre&ion, and ſome ſecond world? 

Can you ſuch gratitude and ſov'reign love 
Contract for One, who bur with grace unſcen 3 
Aſſiſts you inwardly; that for His ſake | 
You'll crucify your fleſh, curb your own will, 
And nothing but his ſervants be in life? 
Dare you henceforward undertake theſe things a 


CATECHUMENS. 

We have conſider'd. them, and by Gods help 
We dare. 

' - TeanaTivs 
Then you ſhall ſoon, by ſacred rites, 
Among us be admitted : and mean while, 
It dear and bleſſed you account this day, 
Sing your firſt praiſes to your Maſter's honour, 


CATECHUMENS ng: 


| I. 
O thou, who doſt lead each ignorant lamb 
Of thy royal flock in Wiſdom's bright ways, 
Enable thy children, cloſe knit in thy name, 
Thee, Chriſt, friend of weak ones, with pure hearts to 
praiſe | 1 


Thou art the great Word, and wiſdom of God, 
The Saviour of ſouls; o'ercome by thy charms 
Ev'n hearts cold and hopeleſs, deep ſunk in ſin's flood, 
A taſte of thy ſweetneſs ſoon raiſes and warms. 


III. - 
Be therefore our prince, our glory and guide; 
Thy ſteps are the path to virtue and bliſs ! 
Who drink of thy Spirit, and in thee conhde, 


Their works are all comely, there's nothing. amiſs. 
H 2 IV. Grant 
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IV. 


Grant us in thy word and grace ſo to grow,* - 
That more ſolid praiſe to thee we may ſing ; 
In life and in doctrine mne ſhew 
Our whole heart is juſtly giv'n up to our King. 


V. 


To God's holy Child, ſo ſtrong to redeem, 
By us, who thro' grace his likeneſs do bear, 
Be glory for ever, while rooted in Him, 


A people of prudence and peace we appear ! 
AGATHOPUS, 
Now ſtand among the brethren, and partake 
What further ſhall be ſaid. 


[Cat. and Pen. ſtand among the Brethren, 


IcnNATI1IUS. 


0 If any church 
Is more oblig'd than others to maintain 
The purity of faith, the flame of love, 
And ſearch the perfect meaning of the goſpel, 
*Tis ours, where firſt began the name of chriſtians, 


That name is much adorn'd by due demeanour 


To thoſe without; with meekneſs of ſtrong minds, 

Bearing whate'er in blindneſs they ſhall do 

To grieve us; nor rejecting government, 

Or ought that's wiſe or good in this world's courſe ; 

But above all, that bleſſed knot be kept 

Of peace and Jove within ourſelves. *Tis this 
Detains 


Nr FF WS 
Detains our Lord among us ; who departs 
Soon, like the ſoul, from torn diſſever'd limbs. 
While this continues, Satan ſhall not find 

Room to infuſe his miſchief ; nor ſhall I 

Be wanted; you will all ſupport and build 

Each other up. Be jealous then that nought, 
Plenty, nor fame, nor gifts of grace, be ſweet 

To any, but in common with his brethren, 

Chriſt in each other ſee and ſerve; nor let 
Suſpicions or reſentments riſe betwixt you. 

But one word more : Sacred, you know, with us, 
Domeſtic order is and decency ;, 

Let thoſe who ſhould obey and learn, ſubmit 
Moſt gladly ſo to do, their eaſier lot; 

Thoſe who ſhould teach and govern, as for Chriſt, 
Diſpaſſionate and prudent, fill their place: 

Go thus thro? life, where poverty and toil 

In meaneſt occupation you muſt ſuffer, 

(And well you may with Chriſt within) if nat 
The fiery trial. But our Lord will ſee, 

While you cleave to him, how to lead you on, 

In his great name 1 leave my Bleſſing with you ! 
Philo, Agathopus, you'll go with me. 


AGATHOPUS, 
We humbly thank you, father. 


PII 0, 
But you, brethren, 
Bear on your heart your paſtor's love, and ftrive 
If 
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If in life's eafy common road you live, 
Let itil} proportionably ſtrong to feel 
The truths for which he goes his blood to ſpill. 
[ Exeunt, 


End of the Second ACT. 
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n 
SCENE Smyrna. An outer Chamber in PoLy- 


caRP's Houſe. 


I6NATIUS guarded by SOLDIERS, 


; IcnaTivs (aſide.) 


HIS is the manſion of good Polycarp, 1 
Diſciple with me once of bleſſed John ; 7 
He's indiſpos'd, or he had run to meet me. \ 
Sweet interview I hope for, if theſe Leopards 
Will but permit. Harſh have they been to me: 
Do thou, O Lord, return it on their heads B 


In foft converting grace. I'll ſpeak to them. 
Did you obſerve, my friends, what paſt at ſea ? 
Firſt 


Firf So0Lv1'tn. 


We are not ſenſeleſs: yes; thete wus a flotm 
Which luſtly employ'd the ilful'hahds © 


Of our brave failors. * 1 


Iona T1v's. 
Bur afe you aware 


Of that good. providence and pow'r divine _ 3 


Which ſav'd you in the rougheſt hour of danger, 
That now at eaſe you might admire his love ? 


SOLDIER, 
This is your way, ye moralizing ſe&t ? 
On ev'ry ſight, or accident in life, 2 
You introduce your God, your myfterys © 
As if all life were ſome religious thing. 
Then you rip up our faults ; yet can't retain ' 
The air of maſters long; for when we ſhew 
Our juſt reſentment, you, like filly ſlaves, 
Tamely digeſt both mockery and blows. 


TIonaTius. 
May you in time know from what fund of ſoul 


All this proceeds, what energy within 
Makes us 


SOLDIER. 
Old man, we are not thy diſciples 
But keepers ; ſave thy voice for them that leek it, 


IGNATIUS. 
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IGN AT TVs. 
Then my. requeſt will ſuit your inclinations, 
Shall J have leave, while we abide at Smyrna, 
T* affociate with a brother in this place? 


SOLDIER, 
Yes, in our eye. But we ſhall cut you ſhort 
Amidſt your chat, and ſolemn pageantry 
Of ſighs, and pray'rs, and ſongs, and ſentences, 
So tedious when you meet. For ſoon at Rome 
The ſports come on, and we muſt bring the biſhop 
Where a throng'd audience will as uſual wait 
His looks and geſture; likely now to yield, 
Humane for once, ſome pleaſure to mankind. 
Go to your friend, and place us in ſome corner. 


. 


SCENE opens to an inner Chamber. 


PoLycare fitting at one End: TenaT1us goes up 
to him. SOLDIERS retire to the other End of the 


Room. 


Ionartivs.. 
How is my friend ? Feels he the mortal part 


Oppreſs the fervent ſoul ? 


PoLyCARTP, 
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POLYCARP. 


Not much, my brother, 
'Tis but a Qight diſorder, and my Saviour 
Is doubly careful to ſupport within 
My weary heart with pledges of his love. 


IcNnNATIUsS. 


T little thought, dear Polycarp, again 
To ſee thy face. 


PoLYCARP. | 

Full many rounds indeed 

Have time, and human things, and human choughts 
Gone thro', ſince we before ſat thus together. 


]JoGNATIUS. 


We then were younger, but not otherwiſe 
Much diff*rent : for the whirlpool of blind paſſion 
Was, from the firſt, no element of ours. 


PoLYCARP. 


Juſt as we launch'd into a dang'rous world 
God ſent us a good pilot. 


IoconAaTiIvUus. 


So he did. 
I often think, 4nd ſhall to my laſt breath, 
Of the laſt hours we ſpent with that great man. 


PoLyYCARP. 
Is it partiality, or is it inſight 


Into the ſyſtem of a dear friend's conduct, 
That makes each little thing, he ſays or does, 


Speak 
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Speak more to us, than others are aware of? 

But ſo it is. I ſee the holineſs | 

Of John, not only in his elevations 

That ſtruck mankind, but even where he ſeem'd 

T” expreſs the human and the frailer ſide. 

Thus in his playing, to unbend the mind 

With a tame partridge, there's a tacit ſlur 

On mortal care, as if he ſaid, ** Be eaſy, 

„ Your projects and this play meet in a point.“ 

So when old man, for lack of memory 

And matter, as it ſeem'd, he oft repeated 

One leſſon, Love the brethren.” Twas, we 
know, | 

A thought extracted from a world of thinking. 


IcnaTivus. 
Yes, charity was always his chief theme, 


POLYCARP,. 


And that from reaſonings not at all ſupine, 
Whate'er they were. I'm apt to think, the man 
That could ſurround the ſum of things, and ſpy 
The heart of God and ſecrets of his empire, 
Would ſpeak but love: With him the bright reſult 
Would change the hue of intermediate ſcenes, 
And make one. thing of all theology. 
And John, *tis certain, had an eagle's eye : 
He ſaw whence all creation firſt began, 
How it now lies, and where it ends at laſt : 
He ſaw the mighty Locos moving thro! it 
(Guardian of beings firſt within himſelf) 

Ardent 
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Ardent t' educe the powers and vary d beauties 
Of the deep Godhead, image of His Father. 

And then, to raiſe in purity and joy, 

A temp'ral world, more lax variety, 

To be the ſecond image; which, as child 

Of groſſer feature, ſhould be cover'd o'er 

With his kind radiance, and grow up in Him, 


Ion Artus. 
I rather ſhould aſſign a nearer ſource, 
Within the bounds of time and of the church, 
For all his ſtrains of love : The Word made fleſh, 
Oft in his hearing gave our holy union 
The honour to ſtand next in ſaving ſouls 
To his own blood. Nay more, had condeſcended 
To be himſelf a Brother; make but one 
Among a knot of friends: for ſo he ſeem'd, 
Th' apoſtle ſaid “, to Peter and the reſt, 
An eaſy, free, and but more knowing friend. 


PoLyYCARP. 
But John was the great favourite : he was ſeated. 
Still next to Jeſus, 


IcnATIUS. ? 
Yes, and might not that 
The near admiſſion to ſuch worth and ſweetneſs 
Give him a bent to love? As 'tis well known, 
A man freſh come from one deſerving object 
Can love a ſpecies in the ſhadow of it. 


John, whoſe diſciple Ignatius was. 
I 2 PoLYCARP, 
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POLYCARP. 


That bleſſed converſe ſeem'd indeed the ſofteſt, 
As well as ſtrongeſt image of his mind. 

At Jeſu's, name, with recollected awe, 

We'd ſtand adoring : He would drop a tear, 
As for an old acquaintance ; then correct it 
With a mild ſmile, that let down his whole ſoul 
To ſimpleſt poſture and a ſtrange repoſe, 
Wonder not, ſons, ſaid he, that ſtill my heart 
Emotions feels for Jeſus as a man. - 

I know Him ſuch, moſt amiable and kind] 
And ev'ry little paſſage of his life | 

In fleſh, his walks, his lodging and repaſt, 

Not without ſhifts of poverty, recur. 

How many filly queſtions have we aſk'd him, 
While he gave anſwers, that with all their depth 
Would alſo pleaſe? Chearful he was to us; 
But let me tell you, ſons, he was within 

A penſive man, and always had a load 

Upon his ſpirits. 


Ionartivs. 


That was for our fins, 


Mourning was His, that conſtant j Joy of faith 
Might be the character of our poor ſervice, 
Whoſe guilt he bore, and drank vp all our curſe. 


PoLYCARP. 


O precious door of hope | bow much did John 
Grieve, when the Gnoſtic hereſy would ſhut it, 
Denying Chriſt had fleſh wherein | to.ſuffer ? 
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Ion ATHtus. 
This was one reaſon why the holy * Ay. 
Of the bleſt virgin who abode with him, _ +7 
Pleas'd him ſo much ; ſhe was a eee | 
Of Jeſu's true humanity, 3 


Pol v AAx. 
As chat 
Is likewiſe the great baſis of our dere 
Of reſurrection and a glorious change, 
Like His, from mortal to immortal fleſh. 


IonAaTIvVUs. 


What that immortal fleſh may be, was ſhewn 

To John in awful viſion, when he ſaw 

(And ſcarce could bear the overwhelming favour) 
His Jeſus ſtand before him, now expreſſing 

His heay” nly 1 ſubſtance and his robes of light. 


PoLYCARP, 


What large diſcoveries to the end of time 
Were then vouchſaf d to John] he ſaw the rage 
Of Antichriſt prevailing, and the love 
Of many waxing cold. He ſaw the throne 
Where fits our Lamb, inceſſantly ador'd 
By angel-hoſts, and looking down mean while 
On mortal man, and on his ſuff'ring church. 
He ſaw the mighty judgment and the plagues 
Of God's laſt wrath ; From which the choſen bands 
Into their New Jeruſalem receiv'd, 
Partake with Jeſus a triumphant reſt, 
—— Re IPPAt hv names 


INA 


Jo N Ar Tus. 
Low at the feet, not only of great John, 
But of the meaneſt ſervant of my Lord, 
May I be found that day ! Let muſt I tell 
(Since Polycarp's no novice in theſe things) 
What gifts of late, as I draw nearer death, 
Are lent ev'n me. I can diſcern the ſcope 
Of former diſpenſations; both the league 
And diff*rence of chriſtianity and them. 
I know the ranks and polity of angels, 
And by this mouth, predictive of events 
Then 3 hath the Father truly ſpoke. 


Porreaxr. 


I do believe i it, brother (and my foul 

By ſy mpathy has taſted of thy gifts 

While thou didſt ſpeak) for doth not Chriſt indeed 
Dwell in all his, and ſhew forth as he pleaſes, 

Or graces, which the world calls wonderful, 

Or thoſe which with mere nature it-confounds ? 


r 
That is another doctrine ſweetly taught 
By our apoſtle; that we live in Chriſt, 
Have fellowſhip with him, and on him grow 
As branches on the vine; that he's a light, 
Vital and chearing to our inward 'man. 
This ſhort deſcription does convey much more 
Than the moſt labour'd circle of vain words. 


POLYCARP. 
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PoLYCARP. } 
The ſtation which we hold in Jeſus now, 
Redeem'd from earth, no words of man can reach; 
But you ſhall quickly know, my dear Ignatius, 
What *tis to be with him in better regions, e 
You'll ſee his face, and ſee it as a martyr. © 


Jon Artus. 


Take comfort, Polycarp ! your time will come 
My deacons ſhould be back. I gave them leave a 


An hour or two to ſee the ſaints of Smyrna. — Gs 


PoLYCARP, | » bn A 


Not to learn ought, when they have liv'd at Antivch. 


IcnaTivus. 3 
Yes, an appeal i is made (as I perceiv W- 
At ſea) to your chief brethren's light and ſpirit, 
About the chriſtian life. My two young men 
Are diff rent in their natures z and the warmeſt 
Wants to transform the other to himſelf. 
And this indeed were well, could it be done: 
For I muſt own, Agathopus is faithful 
And fervent in the work of Chriſt; the more 
Becauſe he's purely what the goſpel makes him, 
Knowing no taſte or theory beſides. 
But then the other likewiſe is ſincere; 
Too much indeed entangled with the charms 
Of philoſophic liberty of thought, 
Milky benevolence, and love of eaſe; 
Yet firm at heart to Chriſt; howe'er complexion, ! 


Like 
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Like a ſtrong wind, may half a diff rent way 


Blow back the ſoul's looſe veſt. 
(ons POLYCARP. | 
1 Is there no uſe 


Wheretd this latter genius may be turn'd ? 


IonaTivs. 
To teach the wounded ſelf-abhorring mind 
A ſecret hope and patience with itſelf, 
Is Philo's talent. As his ſenſe is quick 
To equity, and caution, and decorum; 
And as he truly loves the human nature, 
He's farther uſeful to reſtrain exceſſes ; 
And chiefly that, where moſt young converts err, 
A pique and enmity to unbelievers. 
But here they come. 


Enter PniLo and AGaTHOPUS. 


PHIL o. 


Tou' re happy, reverend father, 
In ſuch a worthy flock. 


Acar HOPUS. 
But thou*rt condemn'd. 


PoLYCARP, 


I've heard the caſe : Shall I be arbitrator ? 

Judge not each other any more, my ſons ! 

Each has his province : Thou, Agathopus, 

Of make impetuous, and by grace divine, 

Upright i in faith, and full of chriſtian fervour, 
Art 


| of FzvERSHAM. 

My hands ſhall play you goulden harmonie, 
How like you this ? ſay, will you doe it firs ? 
WIL. I, and that brauely too, marke my deuice. 
place Moſbie being a ſtranger in a chaire, 
And let your Huſband fit vpon a ſtoole, 
That I may come behind him cunninglie, 
And with a towell pull him to the ground, 
Then ſtab him till his fleſh be as a ſiue, 
That doone beare him behind the Abby, 
That thoſe that finde him murthered, may ſuppoſe, 
Some ſlaue or other kil'd him for his golde. 

ALES. A fine device, you ſhall haue twenty pound, 
And when he is dead, you ſhall haue forty more. 
And leaft you might be ſuſpected ftaying heere, 
Michael! ſhall ſaddle you two luſty geldings. 
Ryde whether you will to Scotland or to Wales, 
lle ſee you ſhall not lacke, where ere you be. 

WIL. Such wordes would make one kill 1000, men, 
Giue me the key, which is the counting houſe ? 

ALES. Here would I ſtay, and ſtill encourage you, 
But that I know how reſolute you are. 

SHA. Tuſh, you are too faint harted, we muſt do it. 

ALES. But Moſbie will be there, whoſe very lookes, 
Will ad vnwounted courage to my thought, 

And make me the firſt, that ſhall aduenture on him. 
WIL. Tuſh, get you gone, tis we muſt do the deede. 
When this doore opens next looke for his death. | 

ALES. Ah, would he now were here, that it might open, 
[ ſhall no more be cloſed in Ardens armes, 
That lyke the ſnakes of blacke Tiſiphone, 
"ting me with their embraceings, Moſbie's armes 
L 


Shall 


| 
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Shal compaſſe me, and were I made a ſtarre, 

I would haue none other ſpheres but thoſe, 

There is no nectar, but in Moſbie's lypes, 

Had chaſt Diana kiſt him, ſhe like me, 

Would grow loue ficke, and from her watrie dowel 

Fling down Endimion and ſnatch him vp : 

Then blame not me, that ſlay a filly man, 

Not halfe ſo louely as Endimion. | 


Here-enters Michaell. — 


MIC. Miſtres, my maiſter is comming hard by. 

ALES. Who comes with him. 

MIC. No body but Moſbye. 

ALEs. That's well Michaell, fetch in the tables, 
And when thou haſt done, ſtand before the 

countinghouſe doore. 

MIC. Why fo? 

ALES. Black Will is lockt within, to do the deede, 

MIC. What ſhall he die to night ? 

ALES. I, Michaell. | 

MIC. But ſhall not Suſan know it? 

ALES. Yes for ſhele be as ſecreete as our ſelues. 

MIC. That's braue, Ile go fetch the tables. 

ALES. But, Michaell, hearke to me a word or two, 
When my buſband is come in, lock the ſtreete doore : 
He ſhall be murthred or ere the gueſts come in. Exit Mic, 


Here enter. Arden and Moſdie. 


Huſband * mean you to bring Moſby home ? 
Although I wiſht you to be reconciled, 
Twas more for feare of you, than loue of him, 
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Black Will and Greene, are his companions, 
And they are cutters, and may cut you ſhorte, 
Therefore I thought it good to make you frends. | | 
But wherefore do you bring him hether now, | 
You haue giuen me my ſupper with his fight. 

MOS. Maſter Arden, me thinks your wife would haue me gone. 

ARD. No, good maſter Moſbie, women will be prating. | 
Ales bid him welcome, he and I are frends, WE | 

ALES, You may. inforce me to it, if you will, 
But I had rather die then bid him welcome, 
His company hath purchaſt me ill frends. 
And therefore wil I nere frequent it more, 

MOS. Oh how cunningly ſhe can diſſemble. 

ARD. Now he is here you will not ſerue me ſo. 


ALES. I pray you be not angree or diſpleaſed, 

Ple bid him welcome ſeing you'le haue it fo, 

You ar” welcome, maſter Moſbie, will you fit down. 
MOS. I know I am welcome to your louing huſband, 

But for your ſelfe, you ſpeake not from your hart. 
ALES. And if I do not, fir think I haue cauſe, 
MOs. Pardon me maſter Arden, I'le away, | 
ARD. No good maſter Moſbie. 
ALES. We ſhal haue gueſts enough, though you go hence, 4 
MOS. I pray you, maſter Arden, let me go. 
ARD. I pray thee, Moſbie, let her prate her fill. 
ALES. The dores are open fir, you may be gone. 
MIC, Nay that's a lye, for I haue lockt the dores. 
ARD. Sirra fetch me a cup of Wine. 

lle make them freends, 

And, gentle miſtres Ales, ſeeing you are ſo ſtout, 

You ſhal beginne, frowne not, Ile haue it ſo. 


Mic. 
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ALES. I pray you meddle with that you haue to do. 
ARD. Why, Ales? how can I do too much for him, 

Whoſe lyfe I haue endaungered without cauſe, 

ALES. Tis true, and feeing *twas partly through my means, 

J am content to drinke to him for this once. 

Here maſter Moſbie, and I pray you henceforth, 

Be you as ſtraunge to me, as I to you, 

Your company hath purchaſed me ill freends, - 

And I for you Gad knowes, haue vndeſerued 

Beene ill ſpoken of in euery place. 


Therefore hencefoorth frequent my houſe no more. 
MOS.' Fle ſee your huſband in diſpight of you, 
Yet Arden I proteſt to thee by heauen, 


[ [ Thou nere ſhalt ſee me mare, after this night. 
[| Ile go to Roome rather than be forſworne. 


ARD. Tuſh I'le haue no ſuch vowes made in my houſe, 


ALES. Yes I pray you huſband let him ſweare, 1 
And on that condition Moſbie pledge me here. A 
| It 


MOS. I, as willingly as I meane to liue. 
ARD. Come Ales, is our ſupper ready yet? 
ALES. It wil by then you haue plaid a game at tables. 
ARD. Come maſter Moſbie, what ſhall we play for? 
MOS. Three games for a french crowne fir, 

And pleaſe you. * | 
ARD. Content, 


Then they play at the Tables. 


WIL. Can he not take him yet? what a ſpight is that? 
ALES. Not yet Will, take hede he ſee thee not? 
WIL. I feare, he wil ſpy me, as I am coming. 

MIC. To preuent that, creepe betwixt my legs. 


I 


MOS. 
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MOS. One ace, or els I loſe the game, 
ARD. Mary fir theres two for fayling. 
MOS. Ab maſter Arden (now I can take you) 


Then Will pulles him down with a towell, 


ARD. Moſbie, Michaell, Ales, what will you do ? 
WIL. Nothing but take you vp fir, nothing els, . 
MOS. Ther's for the preſſing Iron you tould me, of. _ 
SHA. And ther's for the ten pound in my fleeue; . 
ALES. What, grones thou? nay then giue me the weapon, 
Take this for hindring Moſbies loue and mine. 
MIC. O, Miſtres 
WIL. Ah! that villaine wil betrny.y vs all. 
MOS. Tuyſh feare him not, he will be ſecrete. 
MIC. Why doſt thou think I will betray my ſelfe ? 
SHA. In Southwarke dwels a bonnie northerne laſſe, 
The widow Chambley, i'le to her houſe now, 
And if ſhe will not giue me harborough, 
lle make bootie of the Queane euen to her ſmocke, 
WIL. Shift for your ſelues we two will leaue you now. 
ALES. Firſt lay the bodie in the countinghouſe. 


4+ Then they lay the body in the Countinghouſe. 
WILL. We haue our gould, miſtris Ales, adieu, 


Enter Suſan, 
SUSAN, Miſtres, the gueſts are at the doores. 
Hearken they knocke, what ſhall I let them in ? 
ALES. Moſbie go thou and beare them companie. Exit Mo. 
And, Suſan, fetch water and waſh away the bloode. 
SUSAN. The bloode cleaueth to the ground and will not out. 


— ——_— 
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Moſbie farewell, and Michaell farewell too, Exeunt. 


ALES, 


78 The TRAnpr of M. Ax pre, 
ALES, But with my nailes i'le ſcrape away the blood, 

The more I ſtriue the more the blood appeares: 
SUSAN. What's the reaſon miſtres, can you tell? 
ALES. Becauſe, I bluſh not at my huſbands death. 


Here enters Moſbie. 


MOS. How now, what's the matter? is all well ? 
ALES. I, wel, if Arden were aliue againe, 

In vaine we ſtrine, for here his blood remains. 
MOS. Why ftrew ruſhes on it, can you not, 

This wench doth nothing, fall vnto the worke. 
ALES. Twas thou that made me murther him. 
MOS. What of that? 

ALES. Nay nothing, Moſbie, ſo it be not known. 
MOS. Keepe thou it cloſe, and tis vnpoſſible, 
ALES: Ah but J can not, was he not ſlaine by me, 

My huſbands death torments me at the hart. 

MOS. It ſhall not long torment thee gentle Ales, 

I am thy huſband, thinke no more of him. 


Here enter Adam fowle and Bradſhaw. 


BRAD. How now, miſtres Arden? what ayle you weepe ? 
MOS. Becauſe her huſband is abroad ſo late, | 

A cupple of Riffins threatned him yeſternight, 

And ſhe poore ſoule iv afraid he ſhould be hurt. 
ADAM. Iſt nothing els? tuſh, hele be here anone, 


Hite enters Greene. 
GRE. Now miſtres Arden lacke you any gueſts, 


ALES. Ah maſter Greene, did you ſee my huſband lately? 
GRE. I ſaw him walking behind the Abby euen now. 


Hexe 


Ay? 


Hese 
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Here enters Francklin. 


ALES. I do not like this being out ſo late, 
Maſter Francklin, where did you leaue my huſband ? 
FRAN. Beleeue me I ſaw him not ſince Morning, 
Feare you not hele come anone, meane time 
You may do well to bid his gueſts fit down. 
ALES. I, fo they ſhall ; maſter Bradſhaw, fit you 5 
| pray you be content, Ile haue my will. 
Maſter Moſbie, fit you in my huſband's ſeat, 
MIC. Suſan ſhall thou and I wait on them, 
Or and thou ſaiſt the word let ys fit down too. 
SU, Peace we haue other matters now in hand, 
I feare me Michael al wil be bewraied. 
MIC. Tuſh, ſo it be knowne that I ſhal marry thee in the 
Morning, I care not though I be hang'de ere night. 
But to preuent the worſt, Ile buy ſome rats bane. 
SU. Why Michael wilt thou poyſon thy ſelſe? 
MIC. No, but my miſtres, for I feare ſhele tell, 
SU, Tuſh Michel feare not her, ſhe's wiſe enough. 
MOS. Sirra Michell giue us a cup of beere, 
Miftres Arden, heer's to your huſband, 
ALES. My huſband ? 
FRA. What ailes you woman, to crie fo ſuddenly ? 
ALES. Ah neighbors, a ſudden qualm came ouer my hart 
My huſband's being foorth torments my mynde, 
I know ſomething's amiſſe, he is not well, 
Or els I ſhould haue heard of him ere now. 
MOS. She will vndo vs, through her fooliſnnes. 
GRE. Feare not miſtres Arden, he's well enough. 
ALES. Tell not me, I know he is not well, 
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He was not wount for to ſtay thus late. 

Good maſter Francklin, go and ſeeke him foorth, 

And if you finde him ſend him home to thee. 

And tell him what a feare he hath put me in. 

FRA. I lyke not this, I pray God all be well. 


Exeunt Fra. Moſ. and Greene; 


Ile ſeeke him out, and find him if I can. 
ALES. Michaell, how ſhall I doo to rid the reſt away ? 
MIC. Leaue that to my charge, let me alone, 
Tis very late maſter Bradſhaw, 
And there are many falſe knaues abroad, 
And you haue many narrow lanes to pas. 
BRAD. Faith, frend Michaell, and thou faieft trew, 
Therefore I pray thee lights foorth, and lends a linck. 


Exeunt Brad. Adam, and Michael, 


ALES. Michael bring them to the dores, but do not ſtay, 
You know I do not loue to be alone. | 
Go Suſan and bid thy brother come, 
But wherefore ſhould he come? Heere is nought but feate. 
Stay Suſan ſtay, and helpe to counſell me. 

SUSAN. Alas I counſell, feare frights away my wits. 


Den they open the countinghouſe doore, 
and Iooke vppon Arden. 


ALES. See, Suſan, where thy quondam Maiſter lyes, 
Sweete Arden ſmeard in bloode and filthy gore. 

SUSAN. My brother, you, and I, ſhall rue this deede. 

ALES. Come, Suſan, help to lift his body forth, 
And let our ſalt teares be his obſequies. 


Here 
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Here enter Moſbie and Greene. 


Mos. How now, Ales, whether will you beare him ? 
ALES. Sweete Meoſbie, art thou come ? 

Then weepe that will. 

I haue my wiſhe in that I joy thy ſight. 
GRE. Well it houes vs to be circumſpect. 
MOS. I, for Francklin thinks that we haue murthred him, 
ALES. I but he cannot proue it fot his lyfe, 

Wele ſpend this night in daliance and in ſport. 


Here enters Michaell. 


MIC. O miſtres the Maior and all the watch, 

Are comming towards our houſe with glaues and billes. 
ALES, Make the dore faſt, let them not come in. 
MOS. Tell me, ſwete Ales, how ſhal I eſcape ? 
ALES. Out at the back dore, ouer the pyle of woode, 

And for one night ly at the flowre deluce. 

MOS. That is the next way to betray my ſelfe. 
GRE. Alas miſtres Arden the watch will take me here, 

And cauſe ſuſpition, where els would be none. 

ALES. Why take that way that maſter Moſbie doeth, 

But firſt conuey the body to the fields. 


Den thiy beare the body into the feelds. 

MOS. Until to morrow, ſweete Ales, now farewel, 
And ſee you confeſſe nothing in any caſe, 

GRE. Be reſolute miſtres Ales, betray vs not, 
But cleaue to vs as we wil ſtick to you, 

: Exeunt Moſbie and Grene, 

ALES. Now let the judge and juries do their worſt, 

My houſe is cleare, and now I feare them not. 


a”. SUSAN, 
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SUSAN. As we went it ſnowed al the way, 
Which makes me feare, our footeſteps will be ſpyed. 
_ ALES. Peace, foole, the ſnow wil couer them againe. 
* SUSAN. But it had done before we came back güne. 
ALES. Hearke! hearke! they knocke, 
Go, Michael, let them in. 


Here enter the Maior and the Watch. 


'ALES. You are deceiued, it was a Londoner. 
MAIOR. Miſtres Arden know you not one 
that is called black Will? 


ALES. I am glad it is nd. worſe. 

Why, maſter Maior, thinke you I harbour any ſuch ? 
MAI. We are inform'd that here he is, 

And therefore pardon vs, for we muſt ſearch. 


Were my huſband at home, you would not offer this. 
Here enters Francklin. 


Maſter Francklin, what meane you come ſo ſad? 
FRA. Arden thy huſband, and my freend, is ſlaine. 


FRA. I know not, but behind the Abby, 
There he lyes murthred in moſt pittious caſe. 
MAI. But, maſter Francklin, are you ſure tis he. 
FRA. I am too ſure, would God, I were decciued, 


How now maſter Maior, haue you brought my huſband home? 
MAIOR. I fawe him come into your houſe an hour agoe. 


ALES. I know none ſuch, what meane theſe queſtions 1 
MAIOR. I haue the counſels warrand to n him. 


ALES. I, ſearch and ſpare you not, through euery roome, 


ALES. Ah, by whome ? maſter Francklin can you tell? 


ALES, 
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ALES. Find out the Murthrers, let them be knowne. 
FRAN. I ſo they ſhall, come you along with vs. 
ALES. Wherefore ? 
FRAN. Know you this handtowel 1 this kayte ? 
SU. Ah Michael through this thy negligence, 
Thou haſt betraied and vndone ys all. | 
MIC. I was fo affraide, I knew not what I did, 


I thought I had throwne them both into the well. 


ALES. It is the pig's bloode we had to ſupper. 
But wherefore ſtay you? finde out the murthrers. 
MA. I feare me you'le proue one of them your ſelfe. 
ALES. I one of them, what meane ſuch queſtions ? 
FRA, I feare me he was murthred in this houſe, 
And carried to the fields, for from that place, 
Backwards and forwards may you ſee, 
The print of many feete within the ſnow, 
And looke about this chamber where we are, 
And you ſhall finde part of his giltles bloode, 
For in his ſlipſhoe did I finde ſome ruſhes. 
Which argueth he was murthred in this roome. 
MA. Looke in the place where he was wont to fit, 
See, ſee, his blood, it is too manifeſt. 
ALICE. It is a cup of wine that Michael ſhed, 
MICH, I, truly. 
FRAN. It is his blood, which ſtrumpet, thou haſt mn 
But if I live, thou and thy complices 
Which haue conſpired, and wrought his death, 
Shall rue it, 
ALICE. Ah, maſter Francklin, God and e can tell 
I loued him more than all che world beſide. 


But 
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But bring me to him, let me ſee his body. 
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FRAN. Bring that villain and Moſbie's ſiſter too 
And one of you goe to the Flowre-de-Luce. 
And ſeek for Moſbie, and apprehend him. Exeunt, 


Here enters Shakebag ſolus. 


SHA. The widdow Chambly in her huſband's daies I kept 
And now he's dead, the is grown ſo ſtout 
She will not know her old companions : 
I came thither, thinking to have had 
Harbour, or I was wont, 
And ſhe was ready to thruſt me out at dores, 
But whether ſhe would or no, I goe me up, - 
And as ſhe followed me I ſpur'd her downe the ſtaires, 
And broke her neck, and cut her Tapſters throate, 
And now I am going to fling them in the Thames, 
I haue the gold, what care I though it be knowne ? 
Ile croſs the water, and take ſanctuary. Exit Shakebag. 


Here enter the Maior, Moſbie, Alice, Francklin, Michael, 
and Suſan. 


MAIOR. See, miſtris Arden, where your huſband lies, 
Confeſs this foule fault and be penitent. 
ALES. Arden, ſweet huſband, what ſhall I ſay? 
The more I ſound his name, the more it bleeds ; 
This blood condemnes me, and in guſhing forth, 
Speaks as it falls, and aſkes me why I did it; 
Forgiue me Arden, I repent me now, 
And would my death ſaue thine, thou ſhouldſt not die, 
Riſe up, ſweet Arden, and enjoy thy loue. 


. wdt — —— Bn of ac. of. ot. o ic. 


And 


of FEVERSHANM: 
And frowne not on me, when we meet in heaven, 
In heaven I love thee, though on eatth I did not. 
MAIOR. Say, Moſbie, what made thee murder him ? 
FRAN. Studie not for an anſwer, looke not downe, 
His purſe and girdle found at thy bed's head. 
Witneſſe ſufficiently thou didſt the deed, 
It bootleſs is to ſwear thou didft it not. | 7 
MOS. I hired Black Will and Shakebag, rulfivs, both 
And they and I have done this murderous —_— 
But wherefore ſtay we ? 
Command and beare me hence, 
FRA. Thoſe ruffins ſhall not eſcape, 
I will to London and get the councel's warrand 
To apprehend them. Exeunt. 
Here enters Will. 
WILL. Shakebag, I heare hath taken ann | 
But I am ſo purſued with hues and cries, 
For petty robberies that I have done; 
That I can come unto no ſanctuary. 
Therefore muſt I in ſome oyſter boate, 
At laſt be faine to goe aboard ſome hoye, 
And ſo to Fluſhing, there is no ſtaying here. 
At Sittingburn the watch was like to take me, 
And had not I with my buckler cover'd my head, 
And ran full blanke at all adventures, 
I am ſure I had ne're gone further than that place, 
For the conſtable had twenty warrands to apprehend me, 
Beſides that, I robbed him and his man once at Gads-Hill. | 
Farewell England idle to Fluſhing now. | Exit. 


Here 


SR 


The TxaczDy of M. AR DEN. 


Here enter the Major, Maſbic, Alice, Michael, Suſan, and 
3 ank Bradſhaw. | 


MAIOR. Come, make haſte and bring away the priſaners, 
BRAD. Maſter Arden, you are now going to God, 
And I am by the law condemned to die, 
About a letter, I brought from maſter Greene 3 
I pray you, miſtres Arden, ſpeake the truth, 
Was I ever privy to your intent or no? 
ALES. What ſhould I fay? 
You brought me ſuch a letter, 
But I dare ſweare thou kneweſt not the contents, 
Leaye now to trouble me with worldly things, 
And let me meditate upon my Saviour Chriſt 
Whoſe blood muſt ſaue me for the blood I ſhed. 
/ MOS. How long fhall I live in this hell of griefe ? 
Convey me from the preſence of that ſtrumpet, 
ALICE. Ak! but for thee I had neuer been a trumpet, 
What cannot qathes and proteſtations doe, 
When men haue opportunity to woo ? 1 
I was too young to ſound thy villanies. 
But now I finde it and repent too late. 
SUSAN. Ah gentle brother, wherefore Gand 1 14 
I knew not of jt till the deed was done. *X 
MOS. For thee I mourne more than for e 1 
Let it ſuffice I cannot ſaue thee now. ' 
MICH, And if your brother, and my miſtris, | 
Had not promiſed me you in marriage 
I had neuer giuen conſent to this foule deed: 
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MAIOR. Leaue to accuſe each other now, 

And liſten to the ſentence I ſhall giue, 

Beare Moſbie and his ſiſter to London ſtraight, 

Where they in Smithfield muſt be executed. 

Beare miſtris Arden unto Canterbury, 

Where as her ſentence is, ſhe muſt be burnt, - 

Michal and Bradſhaw in Feuerſham 

Muſt ſuffer death. 

ALICE. Let my death make amends for all my ſinne. 
MOS. Fie upon women this ſhall be my ſong, 

But beare me hence for I haue lived too long. 

SUSAN. Seeing no hope on earth in heauen is my hope, 
MICH. Faith I care not, ſeeing I die with Suſan. 

BRAD. My blood be on his head who gaue the ſentence. 
MAIOR. To ſpeedy execution with them all. Exeunt. 


Here enters Francklin. 


FRAN, Thus haue you ſeen the truth of Ardens death. - 
As for the ruffins Shakbag and Black Will, 

The one took ſanctuary and being ſent for out 
Was murdred in Southwarke, as he paſt 

To Greenwitch, where the Lord Protector lay. 
Black Will was burnt in Fluſhing at a ſtake, 
Greene was hanged at Oſpringe in Kent, 

The painter fled, and how he dyed we know not. 
But this aboue the reſt is to be noted, 

Arden lay murdered in that plot of ground, 
Which he by force and violence held from Rede. 
And in the graſſe his bodies print was ſeene, 
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Two yeares and more after the dede was done. 
Gentlemen, we hope youle pardon this naked Tragedie, 
Wherein no filed points are foiſted inn, 

To make it gracious to the eare or eye, 

For ſimple truth is gracious enough, 


And needs no other points of glozing ſtuffe. 


